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MEMOIR. 

all  the  minor  poets  who  foUowed  in  the  imme* 
wake  of  that  most  glorious  consteUation,  Shak- 

there  are  few  who  possess  greater  merit,  or  who 
[>een  more  undeservedly  neglected,  than  the  suh- 
f  this  memoir,  the  jocund  and  joyous  Herrick. 
bert  Herrick  was  the  fourth  son  of  Nicholas  and 
1  Herrick,  and  was  bom  on  the  20th  of  August, 
The  family  was  one  of  some  note.    The  sur- 

appears  to  have  suffered  change  in  its  ortho- 
ly,  one  of  the  ancestors  of  the  family  having  spelt 
ame  Errick;  his  father  adopting  the  name  of 
ick,  and  our  poet  that  of  Hearick,  subsequently 
red  into  Herrick.  Nicholas  Herrick  in  the  year 
,  settled  and  carried  on  business  as  a  goldsmith  in 
pside,  and  it  was  here  that  our  poet  was  bom. 
s  works  he  speaks  of 

"  The  golden  Cheapside,  -where  the  earth 
Of  Julian  Heyrickgave  me  birA.** 

thing  is  known  as  to  how  or  where  he  passed  his 
tiood ;  even  the  place  of  his  education  cannot  be 
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ter,  as  we  find  more  tnau  x,^. 
1  Westminster,"  and  to  the  youthful  sports  ana 
:s  for  which  that  seminary  of  learning  has  ever  1 
is  still  now,  celebrated,    fiy  his  uncle  and  guar 
William  Heyrick,  he  was  at  the  age  of  twenty 
;ered  a  Fellow   Commoner   of  St  John's  Col 
.mbridge^    Here  he  devoted  himself  to  study; 
ere  are  a  few  of  his  letters  extant  addressed  tc 
acle,  the  burden  of  which  was  principally  for  n 
3  furnish  himself  with  books.     In  1618  he  appc 
lave  determined  on  the  study  of  the  law,  and  wi 
permission  of  his  uncle,  he  removed  to  Trinit; 
nrhere  he  took  his  degree  in  Arts ;  subsequently 
bowever,  he  discontinued  his  legal  pursuits,  and 
bto  holy  orders,  though  it  is  not  known  at  wh 
3r  by  what  bishop  he  was  ordained.     Having 
-'  ♦»!<»  Earl  of  Exeter,  he  was  j 
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poems,  such  as  Discontents  in  Devon,  and  Mirth 
turned  to  Mourning,  breathing  a  strong  spirit  of  dis- 
taste and  discontent  In  this  there  is  probably  some 
poetica]  exaggeration,  for  it  is  certain  that  the  greate*. 
part  of  his  poems  were  composed  amidst  the  quicr 
scenes  around  his  country  dwelling ;  and  it  was  here  that 
he  must  have  acquired  that  love  of  flowers  and  of  fra- 
grance which,  as  is  justly  remarked  by  one  of  his  com- 
mentators, "  gave  to  his  verse  the  beauty  of  the  one, 
and  the  sweetness  of  the  other." 

Herrick  never  married,  but  lived  a  regular  bachelor's 
fife,  attended  by  a  single  faithful  and  favourite  house- 
keaper.  Prudence  Baldwin,-  to  whom,  under  the 
diminutive  title  of  "  Prue,"  some  of  his  little  poems 
are  addressed.  But  it  was  not  fated  that  our  poet 
should  pass  quietly  through  the  troubles  of  that  stormy 
period.  In  1648,  he  was  ejected  from  his  living,  and 
retired  to  Westminster,  where  he  assumed  a  lay  habit 
and  the  title  of  esquire,  possibly  for  the  sake  of  safety. 
Here  he  suffered  great  distress,  to  relieve  which,  he 
collected  and  published  his  poems,  under  the  title  of 
Hesperides  and  Nohle  Numbers,  dedicating  them  to  the 
Prince  Charles,  afterwards  Charles  II.  His  poems 
brought  him  into  considerable  repute,  more  particularly 
amongst  the  royalists,  by  whom  he  was  regarded  as  a 
feUow-sufferer.      During  his    residence  in    London, 
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(twelve  years,)  he  enjoyed  the  friendship  ( 
of  the  day;  hiving  numbered  BmQngst Ma ti 
men  BS  Selden,  Ben  Jonson,  Colton,  Denha 
William  and  Henry  Lawes,  ihegreatcompoi 
day;  to  many  of  these  friends  he  addressed  i 
will  he  found  Hmongst  hia  other  poems. 

At  t|i;  ir^tn^lion,  he  nas  re-iuitated  in  h 
by  Charles  IL,  where  he  died,  although  the 
of  his  deoeose  is  not  known.  It  is  probi 
took  place  in  16Tt,  that  being  the  year  it 
successor   was   inducted    into    the  living 

"  It  is  a  remathable  fact  that  a  poet  so 
admired  in  his  day  as  Herrick  eridently  v 
have,  ever  since  that  period,  been  almost  t< 
oblivion ;  wliilo  the  phlegmatic  grace  and  ] 
Waller,  and  the  grace  without  pedantry  of  C 
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obstacle  to  the  poems,  as  they  were  originally  issued, 
being  received  into  general  favour.  The  blemishes  to 
wbicli  we  allude  are  the  indelicacy  and  occasional 
coarseness  of  expression  which  we  sometimes  find  in 
his  works.  But,  throwing  aside  the  impurities  of  our 
author,  and  estimating  the  chaster  effusions  of  his 
felicitous  genius,  we  do  not  hesitate  to  pronounce  him 
the  very  best  of  English  lyric  poets.  He  is  the  most 
joyous  and  gladsome  of  bards,  singing  like  the  grass- 
hopper,  as  if  he  would  never  grow  old.  He  is  as  firesh 
as  the  spring,  as  blithe  as  summer,  and  as  ripe  as 
autumn.  We  know  of  no  English  poet  who  is  so 
abtmdonne,  as  the  French  call  it,  who  so  wholly  gives 
himself  up  to  his  present  feelings ;  who  is  so  much 
heart  and  soul  in  what  he  writes,  and  this  not  on  one 
subject  but  on  all  subjects  alike.  The  spirit  of  song 
dances  in  his  veins,  and  flutters  round  his  lips,  now 
bursting  into  the  joyful  and  hearty  voice  of  the  Epicu- 
rean ;  sometimes  breathing  strains  "  soft  as  the  sigh 
of  buried  love,"  and  sometimes  uttering  feelings  of 
the  most  delicate  pensiveness.  His  poems  resemble  a 
luxuriant  meadow  full  of  king-cups  and  wild  flowers, 
or  a  July  firmament  sparkling  with  a  myriad  of  stars. 
His  fancy  fed  upon  all  the  fair  and  sweet  things  of 
nature ;  it  is  redolent  of  roses  and  jessamines ;  it  is  as 
iight  and  airy  as  the  thistle-down,  or  the  bubbles  whicb. 
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laughing  boyi  Uow  opon  the  air*  whsre  tfa«j  float  la  ■ 
waving  line  of  beauty.  Like  the  Mm,  it  cdumndaMi 
a  delightsome  gladneae  to  every  thing  it  ■Unes  npon^ 
and  is  as  bright  and  radiant  aa  hia  beamat  and  jet 
many  of  his  pieces  eondude  with  the  aoAeit  tonehei 
of  sensibility  and  feeling.  And  aafer  hiavenifle^ 
tion,  it  presents  one  of  the  moat  varied  fpadmena  of 
rhythmatical  harmony  in  the  language,  flowing  with  M 
almost  wonderful  grace  and  flexibility.'* 

We  have  said  that  there  were  Uendoheo  in  the 
poems  of  our  author,  but  these  blemiahes  moat  be  at* 
tributed  to  the  time  in  which  he  lived,  not  to  liimfi^f- 
Herrick  trifled  in  this  way  aolely  in  compliment  to 
the  taste  of  the  age.  Whenever  he  wrote  to  pleoM 
himself,  he  wrote  from  the  heart  to  the  heart 

His  poems  were  much  admired  at  the  time  of  tiieir 
being  published,  aa  will  be  seen  by  the  foUowing  ax- 
tracts  from  works  which  made  their  appeaannoe  aboutt 
the  same  period.  The  first  is  from  a  quaint  aatin^aaUal 
*'  Naps  upon  Parnassus,"  and  bears  date  1068  >— 
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-  Flaveus  Horace 

He  was  but  a  sour-au 
And  godd  for  nothing  but  lyric ; 

There's  but  one  to  be  found. 

In  all  English  ground, 
Writes  as  well;  who  is  hight  Robert  Herrftk.* 
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Tlie  lecond  is  from  Musarum  Dtlieia,  1665,  where 
it  is  said  of  him :  — 

«« Old  sack 

Yofong  Henick  took,  to  entertain 
The  muses  in  a  sprightly  ydn." 

In  consonance  with  which,  he  makes  "  the  appari- 
tion of  his  mistress"  say : — 

**  111  bring  the^  Hsrriek,  to  Anacreon 
Qoafling  his  full-crown'd  bowls  of  burning  wine, 
And,  in  his  raptures,  speaking  lines  of  thine." 

In  conclusion,  we  cannot  avoid  echoing  the  encomi- 
um of  one  of  the  reviewers  of  our  bard.* 

"  And  now  farewell,  young  Herrick!  fbr  young  w 
the  spirit  of  thy  poetry,  as  thy  wisdom  is  old ;  and 
mayest  thou  flourish  in  immortal  youth,  thou  boon  com- 
panion, and  most  jocund  songster ;  may  thy  finest  poems 
be  piped  from  hill  to  hill,  throughout  England ;  and 
thy  spirit,  tinged  with  superstitious  lore,  be  gladdened 
by  the  music!  May  the  flowers  breathe  incense  to 
thy  fame,  for  thou  hast  not  4eft  one  of  them  unsung ! 
May  the  silvery  springs  and  circumambient  air  murmur 
(hy  praises  as  thou  hast  warbled  theirs,  and  may  thuse, 
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ting,  for  we  have  read  thee  much,  ana  aia.v  ^ 
ch,  and  would  fain  hope  that  thy  thoughts  ai 
guage  may  he  liked  as  well  as  we  like  thee." 

G.  t.  V. 
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ARGUMENT    OF    HIS    BOOK. 


I  sing  of  brooJcs,  of  blossoms,  birds,  and  bowers. 
Of  April,  May,  of  June,  and  July-flowers; 
I  sing  ol  May-polet,  hock-carts,  wassaflf ,  vak«% 
Of  bridegrooms,  brides,  and  of  their  bri4>l  caket. 
I  write  of  youth,  of  love,  and  have  access 
By  these,  to  sing  of  cleanly  wantonness ; 
I  sing  of  dews,  of  raftis,  and,  piece  by  piece. 
Of  balm,  of  OH,  of  spice,  and  ambergiis. 
1  sing  of  times  trans-shifting;  and  I  write 
How  roses  first  came  red,  and  lilies  white ; 
I  write  of  groves,  of  twilights,  and  I  sing 
The  court  of  Mab,  and  of  the  fury  king. 


TO  TVS 

MOST  ILLUSTRIOUS 

Ann 

MOST    HOPEFUL    PRINCB, 

CHARLES, 

PEINCE      OP      WALBl. 


Wen  may  my  book  come  forth  like  public  day, 
When  such  a  light  as  you  are  leads  the  way ; 
Who  are  my  works'  creator,  and  alone 
The  flame  of  it,  and  the  expansion. 
And  look  how  all  those  heavenly  lamps  acquire 
Light  from  the  sun,  that  inexhausted  fire ; 
So  all  my  mom  and  evening  stars  from  you 
Have  their  existence,  and  their  influenoe  too. 
Full  is  my  book  of  glorira  {  but  all  these 
By  you  become  immortal  substances. 


INVOCATIONS 


I. 

TO  APOLLO. 

Thou  mighty  lord  and  master  of  the  lyre 
Unshorn  Apollo,  come,  and  re-inspire 
My  fingers  so,  the  lyric-strings  to  move, 
That  I  may  play,  and  sing  a  hymn  of  love. 

II. 

TO  THE  SAME. 

Phoebus,  when  that  I  a  verse 
Or  some  numbers  more  rehearse ; 
Tune  my  words,  that  they  may  tall 
Each  way  smoothly  musical ; 
For  which  favour,  there  shall  be 
Swans  devoted  unto  thee. 

III. 

TO  MINERVA. 

Goddess,  I  begin  an  art, 

Come  thou  in,  with  tTay  \>e%l  ^atX  > 


Each  way  smooth,  and  civilly ; 
And  a  hro<id-faced  owl  shall  be 
Offer' d  up,  with  vows,  to  thee. 


IV. 

TO  NEPTUNE. 

Mighty  Neptune,  may  it  pleaiti 
Thee,  the  rector  of  the  seas, 
That  my  bark  may  safely  run 
Through  thy  watery  region ; 
And  a  tunny-fish  shall  be 
Offer' d  up  with  thanks  to  thee. 


V. 
TO  LARR. 

Though  1  cannot  give  thee  firm 
Cy^^ff'r^T^cr  to  mv  free  desires : 
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Yll. 
A    HTMN    TO   THE   MUSES. 

O,  you  the  virgins  nine, 
That  do  our  souls  incline 
To  noble  discipline, 
Nod  to  this  vow  of  mine, 
Come  then,  and  now  inspire. 
My  viol  and  my  lyre 
With  your  eternal  fire, 
And  make  me  one  entire 
Composer  in  your  quire : 
Then  I'll  your  altars  strew 
With  roses  sweet  and  new: 
And  ever  live  a  true 
Acknowledger  of  you. 

VIII, 
TO  THE  GRACES. 

Ponder  my  words,  if  so  that  any  be     t 
Known  guilty  here  of  incivility ; 
Let  what  is  giaceless,  discomposed,  and  rude. 
With  sweetness,  smoothness,  softness,  be  endued. 
Teach  it  to  blush,  to  curtsy,  lisp,  and  shew 
Demure,  yet  full  of  temptation  too. 
Numbers  yet  tickle,  or  but  lightly  please. 
Unless  they  have  some  wanton  carriages ; 
This  if  ye  do,  each  piece  will  here  be  good. 
And  graceful  made  by  your  neat  sisterhood. 


TO   HIS   MUSE. 

r,  mad  maiden,  wUt  thou  roam? 

jr  'twere  to  stay  at  home ; 

thou  may'st  sit,  and  piping  please 

or  and  private  cottages: 

ots  and  hamlets  hest  agree 

his  thv  meaner  minstrelsy ; 
with  the  reed,  thou  may'st  express 

epherd's  fleecy  happiness ; 
ith  thy  eclogues  intermix 
smooth  and  harmless  hucohcs; 

on  a  hillock  thou  may'st  sing 
a  handsome  shepherdUng ; 
the  maid  that  keeps  the  neat, 
breath  more  sweet  t\an  violet ;, 
.    there  perhaps,  such  lines  as  thei* 

'4ke  the  simple  villages : 

or  the  court,  the  country  wit 

spkahle  unto  it. 

then  at  home  ;  and  do  not  go, 

y  abroad  to  seek  for  woe: 

Lpts  in  courts  and  cities  dweU. 


INYOCATIOlff.  S8 


TO    HIS    BOOK. 


z. 

TO  HIS  BOOK. 

Like  to  a  bride,  come  forth,  my  book,  at  last, 

With  aU  thy  richest  jewels  overcast ; 

Say,  if  there  be  'mongst  many  gems  here,  one 

Deserveless  of  the  name  of  Paragon  ; 

Blush  not  at  all  for  that,  since  we  have  set 

Some  pearls  on  queens  that  have  been  counterfeit. 

XI. 
TO  THE  SAME. 

Go  thou  forth  my  book,  though  late, 

Yet  be  timely  fortunate. 

It  may  chance  good  luck  may  send 

Thee  a  kinsman  or  a  firiend. 

That  may  harbour  thee,  when  I 

With  my  fates  neglected  lie. 

If  thou  know'st  not  where  to  dwell 

See,  the  fire's  by.     Farewell. 


34  HE8PERIDEI. 

XII. 
TO  HIS  BOOK. 

While  thou  did'st  keep  thy  candouf  ^.ndefiled, 
Dearly  I  loved  thee ;  as  my  first-horn  child : 
But  when  I  saw  thee  wantonly  to  roam 
From  oouse  to  house,  and  never  stay  at  home ; 
I  brake  my  bonds  of  love,  and  bade  thee  go. 
Regardless  whether  well  thou  sped'st  or  no, — 
On  with  thy  fortunes  then,  whate'er  they  be ; 
If  good  I'll  smile,  if  bad  I'll  sigh  for  thee. 

XIII. 
TO  THE  SAME. 

Make  haste  away,  and  let  one  be 

A  friendly  patron  unto  thee ; 

Lest  rapt  from  hence,  I  see  thee  lie 

Tom  for  the  use  of  pasterie ; 

Or  see  thy  injur'd  leaves  serve  well 

To  make  loose  gowns  for  mackarel ; 

Or  see  the  grocers,  in  a  trice. 

Make  hoods  of  thee  to  serve  out  spice. 

XIY. 
TO   THE    SAME. 

If  hap  it  must,  that  I  must  see  tnee  iie 
Absyrtus-like,  all  torn  confusedly , 
With  solemn  tears,  and  with  much  grief  of  heart, 
I'll  re-collect  thee,  weeping  part  by  part ; 
And  having  wash'd  thee,  close  thee  in  a  chest 
With  spice ,  that  done  I'll  leave  thee  to  thy  rest 
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XV. 

TO  HIS  BOOK. 

Thou  art  a  plant,  sprung  up  to  wither  never, 
But  like  a  laurel,  to  grow  green  for  ever. 

XVI. 
TO   THE   SAME. 

Take  mine  advice,  and  go  not  near 
Those  faces,  sour  as  vinegar ; 
For  these,  and  nobler  numbers  can 
Ne'er  please  the  supercilious  man. 

XVII. 
TO   THE    SAME. 

Come  thou  not  near  those  men  who  are  like  bread 
O'er  leavened ;  or  like  cheese  o'er  rennetted. 

XVIII. 
TO   THE   SAME. 

Be  bold  my  book,  nor  be  abashed,  or  fear 
The  cutting  thumb-nail,  or  the  brow  severe ; 
But  by  the  Muses  swear,  all  here  is  good. 
If  but  well  read,  or  ill  read,  understood. 

XIX. 
TO   THE   SAME. 

Before  the  press  scarce  one  could  see 
A  little  peeping  part  of  thee ; 


ly  care  for  thee  is  now  tuc  x^^, 
laving  resigned  thy  shamefacfdnesR, 
}o  with  thy  faults  and  fates ;  yet  stay 
Ind  take  this  sentence  then  away ; 
iVhom  one  belov'd  will  not  suffice, 
She'll  run  to  all  adulteries. 


XX. 

TO  HIS  BOOK. 

36  bound,  almost,  now  of  my  book  I  see, 
ut  yet  no  end  of  those  therein  or  me ; 
.ere  we  begin  new  life ;  while  thousands  quite 
re  lost,  and  theirs,  in  everlasting  night. 

XXI. 
TO    CRITICS. 

I'll  write,  because  I'll  give 
You  critics  means  to  live ; 
For  should  I  not  supply 
The  cause,  the  effect  would  die. 
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XXIII. 
UPON  HIS  VERSES. 

What  offspring  other  men  have  got, 
The  how,  where,  when,  I  question  not : 
These  are  the  children  I  have  left ; 
Adopted  some,  none  got  by  theft ; 
But  all  are  touch'd,  like  lawful  plate. 
And  no  verse  illegitimate. 


XXIV 
HIS  REQUEST   TO  JULIA. 

Julia,  if  I  chance  to  die 

Ere  I  print  my  poetry, 

I  most  humbly  thee  desire 

To  commit  it  to  the  fire : 

Better  'twere  my  book  were  dead. 

Than  to  live  not  perfected. 


XXV. 

TO  THE  GENEROUS  READER. 

See,  and  not  see,  and  if  thou  chance  t'espy 
Some  aberrations  in  my  poetry ; 
Wink  at  small  faults,  the  greater,  nevertheless. 
Hide,  and  with  them  their  father's  nakedness. 
Let's  do  our  best  our  watch  and  ward  to  keep ; 
Homer  himself,  in  a  long  work  may  sleep. 
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XXX. 
TO  JOSEPH,  LORD  BISHOP  OF  EXETER. 

Whom  should  I  fear  to  write  to  if  I  can 

Stand  before  you,  my  learned  Diocesan  ? 

And  never  show  blood-guiltiness,  or  fear, 

To  see  my  lines  excathedrated  here. 

Since  none  so  good  are,  but  you  may  condemn ; 

Or  here  so  bad,  but  you  may  pardon  them. 

If  then,  my  lord,  to  sanctify  my  muse 

One  only  poem  out  of  all  you'll  choose, 

And  mark  it  for  a  rapture  nobly  writ, 

'Tis  good  confirm* d,  for  you  have  bishop'd  it 


xxxu 

WHERE  HE  WOULD  HAVE  HIS  VERSES  READ. 

In  sober  mornings,  do  not  thou  rehearse 

The  holy  incantation  of  a  verse ; — 

But  when  that  men  have  both  well  drunk  and  fed 

Let  my  enchantments  then  be  sung  or  read. 

When  laurel  spirts  i'  the  fire,  and  when  the  hearth 

Smiles  to  itself  and  gilds  tue  roof  with  mirth ; 

When  up  the  Thyrse  is  raised,  and  when  the  sound 

Of  sacred  orgies  flies  around  around ; 

When  the  rose  reigns,  and  locks  with  ointment  shine, 

Let  rigid  Cato  read  these  lines  of  mine. 


— -—    »«"»bbt&v  nc 


*;ach  way  smooth,  and  civiUy, 
And  ^brwid-faced  owl  shall  be 
Offer  d  up,  with  vows,  to  thee. 


IV. 
TO  NEPTUNE. 


Mighty  Neptune,  may  it  pleai 
JLhee,  the  rector  of  the  seas, 
That  my  bark  may  safely  nm 

Through  thy  watery  region; 
And  a  tunny-fish  shall  be 
Offcr'd  up  with  tlianks  to  thee. 


V. 
TO  LARR. 


Though  1  cannot  give  thee  fires 
Glitt'ring  to  my  free  desires: 
These  accept,  and  I'U  be  free, 
ytfenng  poppy  unto  thee. 
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VII. 
A    HTMN    TO   THE   MUSES. 

O,  you  the  virgins  nine, 
That  do  our  souls  incline 
To  noble  discipline. 
Nod  to  this  vow  of  mine, 
Come  then,  and  now  inspire. 
My  viol  and  my  lyre 
Viiih  your  eternal  fire, 
And  make  me  one  entire 
Composer  in  your  quire : 
Then  Til  your  altars  strew 
With  roses  sweet  and  new: 
And  ever  live  a  true 
Acknowledger  of  you. 

VIII. 
TO  THE  GRACES. 

Ponder  my  words,  if  so  that  any  be     • 
Known  guilty  here  of  incivility ; 
Let  what  is  gi  aceless,  discomposed,  and  rude. 
With  sweetness,  smoothness,  softness,  be  endued. 
Teach  it  to  blush,  to  curtsy,  lisp,  and  shew 
Demure,  yet  full  of  temptation  too. 
Numbers  yet  tickle,  or  but  lightly  please. 
Unless  they  have  some  wanton  carriages ; 
This  if  ye  do,  each  piece  will  here  be  good, 
And  graceful  made  by  your  neat  sisterhood. 


Whither,  mad  maiden,  wilt  thou  roam  ? 
Far  safer  'twere  to  stay  at  home ; 
Where  thou  may'st  sit,  and  piping  pleas 
The  poor  and  private  cottages : 
Since  cots  and  hamlets  best  agree 
With  this  thy  meaner  minstrelsy ; 
There,  with  the  reed,  thou  may'st  expre 
The  shepherd's  fleecy  happiness : 
And  with  thy  eclogues  intermix 
Some  smooth  and  harmless  bucolics ; 
There  on  a  hillock  thou  may'st  sing 
Unto  a  handsome  shepherdling ; 
Or  to  the  maid  that  keeps  the  neat, 
With  breath  more  sweet  than  violet ;  • 
There,  there  perhaps,  such  lines  as  thei 
May  take  the  simple  villages : 
But  for  the  court,  the  country  wit 
Is  despicable  unto  it. 
Stay  then  at  home ;  and  do  not  go, 
Or  fly  abroad  to  seek  for  woe : 
Contempts  in  courts  and  cities  dwell ; 
No  critic  haunts  the  poor  man's  cell, 
txriiofo  t>inii  mav'st  hear  thine  own  lines 
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TO    HIS    BOOK 


TO  HIS  BOOK. 

Like  to  a  bride,  come  forth,  my  book,  at  last, 

With  aU  thy  richest  jewels  overcast ; 

Say,  if  there  be  'mongst  many  gems  here,  one 

Deserveless  of  the  name  of  Paragon  ; 

Blush  not  at  all  for  that,  since  we  have  set 

Some  pearls  on  queens  that  have  been  counterfeit. 

XI. 
TO  THE  SAME. 

Go  thou  forth  my  book,  though  late, 

Yet  be  timely  fortunate. 

It  may  chance  good  luck  may  send 

Thee  a  kinsman  or  a  friend. 

That  may  harbour  thee,  when  I 

With  my  fates  neglected  lie. 

If  thou  know'st  not  where  to  dwell 

See,  the  fire's  by.     Farewell. 


VT  UUJS   uawu  %uw>  w. . 

Dearly  I  loyed  thee ;  as  my  first-bon 
But  when  I  saw  thee  wantonly  to  roa 
From  nouse  to  house,  and  never  stay 
I  brake  my  bonds  of  love,  and  bade  t 
Regardless  whether  well  thou  sped'st 
On  with  thy  fortunes  then,  whate'er  t 
If  good  I'll  smile,  if  bad  I'll  sigh  for 

XIII. 
TO  THE  SAME. 

Make  haste  away,  and  let  one 
A  friendly  patron  unto  thee ; 
Lest  rapt  from  hence,  I  see  tl 
Tom  for  the  use  of  pasterie ; 
Or  see  thy  injur'd  leaves  serv 
To  make  loose  gowns  for  mac 
Or  see  the  grocers,  in  a  trice, 
Make  hoods  of  thee  to  serve  « 

ZIT. 
TO   THE    SAME. 
•  1 — ^  (  ..v«>i0«i  coo  tnft 
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XV. 

TO  HIS  BOOK. 

Thou  art  a  plant,  sprung  up  to  wither  never, 
But  like  a  laurel,  to  grow  green  for  ever. 

XVI. 
TO   THE   SAME. 

Take  mine  advice,  and  go  not  near 
Those  faces,  sour  as  vinegar ; 
For  these,  and  nobler  numbers  can 
Ne'er  please  the  supercilious  man. 

XVII. 
TO  THE    SAME. 

Come  thou  not  near  those  men  who  are  like  bread 
O'er  leavened ;  or  like  cheese  o'er  rennetted. 

XVIII. 
TO  THE   SAME. 

Be  bold  my  book,  nor  be  abashed,  or  fear 
The  cutting  thumb-nail,  or  the  brow  severe ; 
But  by  the  Muses  swear,  all  here  is  good. 
If  but  well  read,  or  ill  read,  understood. 

XIX. 

TO   THE   SAME. 

Before  the  press  scarce  one  could  see 
A  little  peeping  part  of  thee ; 


Having  resigned  thy  shamefacf^dnc 
Go  with  thy  faults  and  fates ;  yet  i 
And  take  this  sentence  then  away 
Whom  one  helov'd  will  not  suffice, 
She'll  run  to  all  adulteries. 


XX. 

TO  BIS  BOOK. 


The  hound,  almost,  now  of  my  book  ] 
But  yet  no  end  of  those  therein  or  m* 
Here  we  begin  new  life ;  while  thouss 
Are  lost,  and  theirs,  iq  everlasting  nij 


XXI. 

TO    CRITICS. 


I'll  write,  because  I'll  give 
You  critics  means  to  live ; 
For  should  I  not  supply 
The  cause,  the  effect  would  di 
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XXIII. 
UPON  HIS  VERSES. 

What  offspring  other  men  have  got, 
The  how,  where,  when,  I  question  not : 
These  are  the  children  I  have  left ; 
Adopted  some,  none  got  by  theft ; 
But  all  are  touched,  like  lawful  plate. 
And  no  verse  illegitimate. 


xxrv 

HIS   REQUEST   TO  JULIA. 

Julia,  if  I  chance  to  die 

Ere  I  print  my  poetry, 

I  most  humbly  thee  desire 

To  commit  it  to  the  fire : 

Better  'twere  my  book  were  dead, 

Than  to  live  not  perfected. 


XXV. 

TO  THE  GENEROUS  READER. 

See,  and  not  see,  and  if  thou  chance  t'espy 
Some  aberrations  in  my  poetry ; 
Wink  at  small  faults,  the  greater,  nevertheless. 
Hide,  and  with  them  their  father's  nakedness. 
Let's  do  our  best  our  watch  and  ward  to  keep  ; 
Homer  himself,  in  a  long  work  may  sleep. 


Thou  aay'Bt  my  lines  ore  hard, 
And  1  the  truth  nilllell: 

Tbef  are  both  hard  and  inarr'd, 
If  thou  Datre&d'n  them  viili. 


Who  Tcad'sl  this  hook  that  I  hs 
And  canBt  not  mend  but  carp  al 
By  ail  the  muaeB  !  ihou  shall  he 


I  ask'd  Ihcc  oft  nhat  poets  thou  ban  read 
And  lik'et  the  best?   Still  thou  repli'st,  Tlie  dead. 
I  shall,  ere  long,  with  green  turfs  covered  be : 
Tbeo  sure  ihou'lt  like,  »r  thou  wilt  envy  me. 
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XXX. 
TO  JOSEPH,  LORD  BISHOP  OF  EXETER. 

Whom  should  I  fear  to  write  to  if  I  can 

Stand  before  you,  my  learned  Diocesan  ? 

And  never  show  blood-guiltiness,  or  fear, 

To  see  my  lines  excathedrated  here. 

Since  none  so  good  are,  but  you  may  condemn ; 

Or  here  so  bad,  but  you  may  pardon  them. 

If  then,  my  lord,  to  sanctify  my  muse 

One  only  poem  out  of  all  you'll  choose, 

And  mark  it  for  a  rapture  nobly  writ, 

'Tis  good  confirm' d,  for  you  have  bishop'd  it 


XYXI. 
WHERE  HE  WOULD  HAVE  HIS  VERSES  READ. 

In  sober  mornings,  do  not  thou  rehearse 

The  holy  incantation  of  a  verse ; — 

But  when  that  men  have  both  well  drunk  and  fed 

Let  my  enchantments  then  be  sung  or  read. 

When  laurel  spirts  i'  the  fire,  and  when  the  hearth 

Smiles  to  itself  and  gilds  tue  roof  with  mirth ; 

When  up  the  Thyrse  is  raised,  and  when  the  sound 

Of  sacred  orgies  flies  around  around ; 

When  the  rose  reigns,  and  locks  with  ointment  shine, 

Let  rigid  Cato  read  these  lines  of  mine. 


HESPERIDES. 

XXXII. 
LTRIC  FOR   LEGACIES. 

Gold  I've  none,  for  use  or  show, 

Neidier  silver  to  bestow 

At  my  death ;  but  thus  much  know 

That  each  lyric  here  shall  be 

Of  my  love  a  legacy, 

Left  to  all  posterity. 

Gentle  Mends,  then  do  but  please 

To  accept  such  coins  as  these. 

As  my  last  remembrances. 

XXXIII. 
ON   HIMSELF. 

Live  by  thy  muse  thou  shalt,  when  others  die. 
Leaving  no  fame  to  long  posterity; 
When  monarchies  trans-shifted  are,  and  gone 
Here  shall  endure  thy  vase  dominion. 


AMATORY  ODES. 


xxsxr. 

A  HTMH  TO  V«WM  A«»  "^^^ 

Sea-born  goddess,  let  me  ^ 
By  thy  son  thus  grac'dajd  them 

That  when  ere  I  woo,  I  tod 
Virgins  coy.  but  not  unMno. 

Taste  her  Ups.  so  oy"*»f  ^^ 
With  love's  8y™P»J*^-*™f 
In  your  temple,  when  I  pray, 
Kigs  the  altar,  and  confc», 
There's  in  love  no  WtterneM. 


4t 


AMATORY  ODES. 


XXXV. 

THE  SHOWER  OF  BLOSSOMS. 

Love  in  a  shower  of  blossoms  came 

Down,  and  half  drown'd  me  with  the  same : 

The  blooms  that  fell  were  white  and  red ; 

But  with  such  sweets  commingled, 

As  whether,  this  J  cannot  tell, 

My  sight  was  pleas'd  more,  or  my  smell; 

But  true  it  was,  as  I  roll'd  there, 

Without  a  thought  of  hurt  or  fear, 

Love  tum'd  himself  into  a  bee, 

And  with  his  javelin  wounded  me ; 

From  which  mishap  this  use  I  make, — 

Where  most  sweets  are,  there  lies  a  snake ; 

Kisses  and  favours  are  sweet  things, — 

But  those  have  thorns,  and  these  have  stings. 

XXXVI. 
THE   ROSARY. 

One  ask'd  me  where  the  roses  grew, — 

I  bade  him  not  go  seek  ; 
But  forthwith  bade  my  Julia  shew 

A  bud  in  either  cheek. 
c2 


I 


As  shews  the  air,  when  with  a  rainbow  grac 
So  smiles  that  riband  'bout  my  Julia's  wais 

Or  like nay,  'tis  that  zonulet  of  love, 

Wherein  all  pleasures  of  the  world  are  wove 

LX. 
DISSUASIONS   FROM    IDLENESS. 

Cynthius,  pluck  ye  by  the  ear, 
That  ye  may  good  doctrine  hear 
Play  not  with  the  maiden  hair, 
For  each  ringlet  there's  a  snare : 
Cheek,  and  eye,  and  lip,  and  chin. 
These  are  traps  to  take  fools  in : 
Arms,  and  hands,  and  all  parts  else, 
Are  but  toils,  or  manacles, 
Set  on  purpose  to  inthrall 
Men,  but  slothfuls  most  of  all. 
Live  employ' d,  and  so  live  free 
From  these  fetters ;  like  to  me. 
Who  have  found,  and  still  can  prove, 
The  lazy  man  the  most  doth  love. 


I.Vf 
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XL. 
UPON  JULIA'g  HAIR  IN  A  GOLDEN  NET. 

Tell  me ;  what  needs  those  rich  deceits, 
These  golden  toils,  and  trammel-nets. 
To  take  thine  hairs ;  when  they  are  known 
Already  tame,  and  all  thine  own  ? 
'Tis  I  am  wild ;  and  more  than  hairs 
Deserve  these  meshes,  and  those  snares. 
Set  free  thy  tresses ;  let  them  flow 
As  airs  do  breathe,  or  winds  do  blow ; 
And  let  such  curious  networks  be 
Less  set  for  them,  than  spread  for  me. 


XLI. 
TO  (ENONE. 

What,  conscience,  say,  is  it  in  diee, 

When  I  a  heart  had  one, 
To  take  away  that  heart  from  me. 

And  to  retain  thy  own  ? 

For  shame,  or  pity  now  incline 

To  play  a  loving  part ; 
Either  to  send  me  kindly  thine. 

Or  give  me  back  my  heart 

Covet  not  both  ;  but  if  thou  dost 
Resolve  to  part  with  neither, 

Why,  yet  to  shew  tliat  thou  art  just, 
Take  me  and  mine  together. 


Her  eyes  the  glow  ^^r^T^:- 
The  shooting  stars  attend  thee . 

And  the  elves  also, 

Whose  little  eyes  glow 
Like  sparks  of  fire,  hefriendtkee  I 

No  wiU-o'-th'-wisp  mislight  thee, 
Nor  snake  or  slow-worm  hite  thee; 

But  on,  on  thy  way, 
Not  making  a  stay, 
Sinoe  ghost  there's  none  to  affhght  thee 

Let  not  the  dark  thee  <^T^f '      ,_, 
What  though  the  moon  does  slumber. 

The  stars  of  the  night 
WUl  lend  thee  their  light. 
Like  tapers  clear  without  number  I 

Then,  JuUa,  let  me  woo  thee, 
Thus,  thus,  to  come  unto  me; 

And,  when  I  shall  meet 

Thy  silver^  feet. 
My  soul  I'll  pour  into  thee  I 
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Now  Strength,  and  newer  purple  get 
Each  here-declining  violet. 
O  primroses  I  let  this  day  be 
A  resurrection  unto  ye ; 
And  to  all  flowers  allied  in  blood, 
Or  sworn  to  that  sweet  sisterhood ; 
For  health  on  Julia's  cheek  hath  shed 
Claret  and  cream  commingled. 
And  those  her  lips  do  now  appear 
As  beams  of  coral,  but  more  clear. 

XLIY. 

THE  BLEEDING  HAND  ;   OR,   THE  SPRIG  OP    EGLANTINE 

GIVEN  TO  A  MAID.  ^ 

From  this  bleeding  hand  of  mine 
Take  this  sprig  of  eglantine ; 
Wh.ch,  though  sweet  unto  your  smell, 
Yec,  the  firetfid  briar  will  tell, 
He  who  plucks  the  sweets  shall  prove 
Many  thorns  to  be  in  love. 

XLV. 
TO  DIANEME. 

Give  me  one  kiss. 

And  no  more: 
If  so  be  this 

Makes  you  poor. 
To  enrich  you 

I'll  restore 
For  that  one,  two 

Thousand  score. 


■ 

''^~ 

■ 

te                                                HESPEHIDES. 

THE    CHANGES.       TO    CORINNA. 

^^^^H 

.H  EIP0.TSI..I.OK. 

^^^^H 

Be  not  proud,  but  now  incline 

Your  soft  ear  W  diEcipline. 

Ydu  have  ckaages  in  your  life, 

Somadmes  peace  and  aomelimes  strife; 

You  have  ebbs  of  face,  and  flows, 

^^^^^H 

Ab  yuur  health  or  comes  or  goes ; 

You  have  hopes,  and  doubts,  and  fears, 

Numberless  as  are  jour  hairs  r 

You  have  pulses  thai  do  beat 

High,  and  passions  less  of  heat : 

^^^^^H 

You  are  young,  but  must  be  old ; 

And,  10  these,  ye  must  be  told. 

^^^^^H 

Time,  ere  lojig,  will  come  and  plough 

Loathed  furrows  ia  your  brow; 

A»d  the  dimness  of  your  eje. 

Will  no  other  thing  imply; 

1 

As  weU  as  I. 
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XLVIII. 


TO  HIS  MISTRESS  OBJECTING  TO  HIM  NEITHER 
TOYING,  OR  TALKING. 

You  say  I  love  not,  'cause  I  do  not  play 
Still  with  your  curls,  and  kiss  the  time  away ; 
You  blame  me  too,  because  I  can't  devise 
Some  sport,  to  please  those  babies  in  your  eyes : 
By  love's  religion,  I  must  here  confess  it, 
The  most  I  love,  when  1  the  least  express  it ! 
Small  grie£s  find  tongues ;  full  casks  are  ever  found 
To  give,  if  any,  yet  but  little  sound ; 
Deep  waters  noiseless  are ;  and  this  we  know. 
That  chiding  streams  betray  small  depth  below : 
So  when  love  speechless  is,  she  doth  express 
A  depth  in  love,  and  that  depth  bottomless. 
Now  since  my  love  is  tongueless,  know  me  such. 
Who  speak  but  little,  'cause  I  love  so  much. 

XLIX. 
UPON    ROSES. 

Under  a  lawn,  than  skies  more  clear. 
Some  ruffled  roses  nestling  were  ; 
And,  snugging  there,  they  seem'd  to  lie 
As  in  a  flowery  nunnery ; 

They  blush' d  and  look'd  more  fresh  than  flowers, 
Quicken'd  of  late  by  pearly  showers  ; 
And  all,  because  they  were  possest 
But  of  the  heat  of  Julia's  breast, 
Which,  as  a  warm  and  moisten'd  spring, 
Gave  them  their  ever  floiv'shing. 

o3 


The  fire  of  hell  it  was. 

Give  me  my  earthen  cups  again ; 

The  crystal  I  contemn, 
Which,  though  enchased  with  pe& 

A  deadly  draught  in  them. 

And  thou,  O  Cupid  I  come  not  to 
My  threshold ;  since  I  see, 

For  all  I  have,  or  else  can  do. 
Thou  still  wilt  cozen  me. 


LXXII. 
NO   LOATHSOMENESS  IN  LC 

What  I  fancy  I  approve, 
No  dislike  there  is  in  love : 
Be  my  mistress  short  or  taU^ 
And  distorted  therewithal ; 
Be  she  likewise  one  of  those. 
That  an  acre  hath  of  nose  ; 
Be  her  forehead  and  her  eyes 

"Cull  rk^in/irtnnmiitips. 
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LXXIII. 
LOVE  PERFUMES  ALL  PARTS. 

If  I  kiss  Anthea's  breast, 
There  I  smell  the  phoenix'  nest; 
If  hgr  lip,  the  more  sincere 
Altar  of  incense  I  smell  there ; 
Bosom,  hands,  and  arms,  are  all 
Richly  aromatical : 
Goddess  Isis  can't  transfer 
Musks  and  ambers  more  from  her ; 
Nor  can  Juno  sweeter  be, 
When  she  lies  with  Jove,  than  she. 

LXXIV 
JULIA'S  PETTICOAT. 

Thy  azure  robe  I  did  behold. 

As  airy  as  the  leaves  of  gold. 

Which  erring  here,  and  wand'ring  there, 

Pleas'd  ^th  transgression  ev'ry  where : 

Sometimes  'twould  pant,  and  sigh,  and  heave, 

As  if  to  stir  it  scarce  had  leave ; 

But  having  got  it,  thereupon, 

'Twould  make  a  brave  expansion ; 

And,  pounced  with  stars,  it  shew'd  to  me 

Like  a  celestial  canopy : 

Sometimes  'twould  blaze,  and  then  abate, 

Like  to  a  flame  grown  moderate : 

Sometimes  away  'twould  wildly  flings 

Then  to  thy  thigh  so  closely  cling. 


O  Jealousy,  that  art 
The  canker  of  the  heart, 

And  mak'stall  hcl! 

Where  thou  do3t  dweU  ; 

For  pity  be 


Or  cryslal  grow. 
To  keep  siill  free, 
soul-  tormentLug  JealoLisy,  from  tM 


Love's  a  thing,  a«  1  do  hear. 
Ever  full  of  peusiie  fear; 
Rather  than  to  which  I'tl  fall, 
Trust  me,  I'll  not  Uke  St  all: 
0  Love  I  Hboulit  in  lend. 


Let 


ir  then  st 


IT  bkewiu  prove 


And  (hat 

Paul  to  I 

But  if  horroi  cannot  slake 

Flamefl,  which  wo'd  an  entrauci 

Then  tiie  ne«t  thing  I  deiice. 

Is  to  love,  and  live  i'lh' fii«> 
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LZXVI. 
A     HTMN  TO  LOVE. 

I  will  confess, 

With  cheerfulness, 
Loye  is  a  thing  so  likes  me ; 

That,  let  her  lay 

On  me  all  day, 
I'll  kiss  the  hand  that  strikes  me. 


I  will  not,  I, 

Now  blubb'ring  cry : 
It,  ah !  too  late  repents  me. 

That  I  did  fall 

To  love  at  all ; 
Since  love  so  much  contents  me. 

No,  no;  I'll  be 

In  fetters  free : 
While  others  they  sit  wringing 

Their  hands  for  pain, 

1*11  entertain 
The  wounds  of  love  with  singing* 

With  flowers,  and  wine. 

And  cakes  divine. 
To  strike  me  I  wiU  tempt  thee ; 

Which  done,  no  more 

I'll  come  before 
Thee  and  thine  altars  empty. 


Good  speed,  for  I  this  ds 
Betiiqes  my  matins  say, 
Because  I  do 
Begin  too  woo. 
Sweet-singing  lark, 
Be  thou  the  dark, 
And  know  thy  when 
To  say  amen. 
And  if  I  prove 
Blest  in  my  love, 
Then  thou  shalt  be 
High-priest  to  me, 
At  my  return 
To  incense  bum, 
And  so  to  solemnize 
Love's  and  my  sacrifice. 

LXXVIII. 
TO   ELECTRA. 

I  dare  not  ask  a  kiss, 

I  dare  not  beg  a  smile : 
Lest,  havinfir  that,  or  this. 
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LZII. 
THE  VISION   TO    ELECTRA. 

I  dreamt  we  both  were  in  a  bed 

Of  roses,  almost  smothered ; 

The  warmth  and  sweetness  had  me  there 

Made  loyingly  fiamiliar ; 

But  that  I  heard  thy  sweet  breath  say, 

Faults  done  by  night,  will  blush  by  day, 

I  kiss'd  thee,  panting,  and  I  call 

Night  to  the  record,  that  was  all 

But  ah !  if  empty  dreams  so  please  f 

Love,  give  me  more  such  nights  as  thew. 

LXIII. 
DELIGHT  IN   DISORDER. 

A  sweet  disordfer  in  the  dress 

Kindles  in  clothes  a  wantonness ; 

A  lawn  about  the  shoulders  thrown 

Into  a  fine  distraction; 

An  erring  lace,  which  here  and  there 

Inthrals  the  crimson  stomacher ; 

A  cuff  neglectful,  and  thereby 

Ribands  to  flow  confusedly ; 

A  winning  wave,  deserving  note, 

In  the  tempestuous  petticoat ; 

A  careless  shoe-string,  in  whose  tie 

I  see  a  wild  civility : 

Do  more  bewitch  me,  than  when  art 

Is  too  precise  in  every  part. 


I 


Mak 


lany 


the  EtiBighl:  and  obliquE  lines, 
T)ie  madons,  lalione,  and  ihe  signs ; 
Make  me  a  chariot,  and  a  auii, 
And  let  ihem  through  a  iodiac  run ; 
Next,  place  me  zones  and  tropica  there 
With  all  the  seasons  uf  the  year; 
Make  me  a  aunaet,  and  a  night ; 
And  then  present  the  morning'e  light 
Clothed  in  her  chnmlela  ofdeligliii 
To  these,  make  cinuds  to  pour  down  rain, 
With  weather  ton!,  then  fair  again : 
And  nhcn,  niae  Hrtiet,  that  thou  hast 

tWith  all  that  can  be  this  heaven  graced 
Ah  I  what  is  then  this  curious  sky. 
But  only  my  Cocinna's  eye  7 
my  Anthea !  mUGt  my  Iieait  still  hreak  ? 
e  maket  me  write  what  aha-de  forbids  to  speal 
Give  me  a  kiaa,  and  to  that  kins  a  score, 
Then  to  that  twenty,  add  a  hundred  more; 
A  thousand  lo  that  hundred  ;  so  biu  on, 
To  make  thai  thousand  up  a  mlUton. 
Treble  that  million,  and  when  thur  is  done, 
Let's  kiss  afresh,  na  when  we  Ural  bi>gun. 
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LXVI. 
HTMN   TO   THE   GRACES. 

When  I  love,  as  some  have  told, 
Love  1  shall  when  I  am  old. 
O  ye  Graces !  made  me  fit 
For  the  welcoming  of  it : 
Clean  my  rooms,  as  temples  be,    . 
To  entertain  that  deity : 
Give  me  words  wherewith  to  woo. 
Suppling  and  successful  too ; 
Winning  postures,  and  withal 
Manners  each  way  musical ; 
Sweetness,  to  allay  my  sour 
And  unsmooth  behaviour : 
For  I  know  you  have  the  skill 
Vines  to  prune,  though  not  to  laill ; 
And  of  any  wood  ye  see. 
You  can  make  a  Mercury. 

LXVI  I. 
HOW    ROSES  CAME   RED. 

Roses  at  first  were  white. 

Till  they  could  not  agree 
Whether  my  Sappho's  breast 

Or  they  more  white  should  be. 

But  being  vanquish'd  quite, 
A  blush  their  cheeks  bespread. 

Since  which,  believe  the  rest, 
The  roses  first  came  red* 


Go,  bsppj  row,  and  ir 

Wiih  other  flowers,  bind  my  lore. 
Tell  her,  too,  she  must  not  be 
Longer  Bowing,  longer  free, 
That  EU  oft  bus  felter'd  me. 

Say,  if  ahe'i  Iretful,  [  have  bnndi 

Of  peirl  and  gold  to  bind  her  handii 

Tell  her,  if  she  struggle  slill, 

I  have  myrtle  rods  at  will. 

For  to  tame,  Ibough  not  to  kill. 

Take  thou  my  bleaaing  (hua,  and  gij. 

And  tell  her  this, — but  do  not  ao  1 

Lest  a  handsome  anger  fly. 

Like  B  lightning  bom  her  eye, 

And  burn  thee  up,  as  veil  ai  L 


MoideuE  tell  me  1  am  old  ; 
Let  me  in  luy  gLisa  behold. 
Whether  amooth,  or  not,  I  be  ; 
Or  if  hair  remains  to  me. 
Well!  oibe't,  or  be't  not  aoi 
This  fLir  certaintv  I  knoo, 
111  it  Ills  old  men  lu  play, 
When  that  death  bids  come  awdi 
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LXX. 
TO  JULIA,    IN    HER  DAWN,   OR   DAYBREAK. 

By  the  next  kindling  of  the  day, 

My  Julia,  thou  shalt  see. 
Ere  Ave  Mary  thou  canst  say, 

I'll  come  and  visit  thee. 

Yet,  ere  thou  counsell'st  with  thy  glass, 

Appear  thou  to  mine  eyes 
Naked  and  smooth,  as  she  that  was 

The  prime  of  paradise. 

If  blush  thou  must,  then  blush  thou  through 

A  lawn ;  that  thou  may'st  look 
As  purest  pearls,  or  pebbles  do, 

When  peeping  through  a  brook. 

As  lilies  shrined  in  crystal,  so 

Do  thou  to  me  appear ; 
Or  damask  roses,  when  they  giow 

To  sweet  acquaintance  there. 


LXXI. 
UPON    LOVE. 

A  crystal  vial  Cupid  brought. 

Which  had  a  juice  in  it; 
Of  which  who  drank,  he  said,  no  thought 

or  love  he  should  admit 


with  othei  Sowen,  bind  my  love. 
Tell  her,  too,  elie  must  not  be 
Loager  flowing,  loD(^  FreB, 
Tbal  «o  ofc  has  felteT'd  me. 

Ssy,  if  ahe'i  fretful,  I  have  bandi 

Of  peul  and  gold  to  bind  her  bandl 

Tell  her,  if  she  atru^le  slill, 

1  have  myrtle  rods  at  will. 

For  10  tiune,  though  not  cu  kilL 

Take  thuu  my  blessing  thus,  aud  gc^ 

And  teU  her  tliis,— but  da  nut  id  1 

LesI  a  handsome  anger  fly. 

Like  a  lightniog  Etam  her  eye, 

And  burn  thee  up.  as  veil  ai  1. 


Maidens  tell  me  I  am  old : 
Let  me  in  my  gl.-i9B  behold, 
Whetlier  amootb,  or  not,  I  be  i 
Or  if  bail  remains  to  me. 
Well!  orbe'l,  orbe'lnotao; 
This  fur  certainly  I  know, 
HI  it  Gts  old  men  lo  pUy. 
When  that  death  bids  come  atnf.  ' 
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LXXIII. 
LOVE  PERFUMES  ALL  PARTS. 

If  I  kiss  Anthea's  breast, 
There  I  smell  the  phoenix'  nest; 
If  her  lip»  the  more  sincere 
Altar  of  incense  I  smell  there ; 
Bosom,  hands,  and  arms,  are  all 
Richly  aromatical : 
Goddess  Isis  can't  transfer 
Musks  and  ambers  more  from  her ; 
Nor  can  Juno  sweeter  be, 
When  she  lies  with  Jove,  than  she. 

LZXIV 
JULIA'S  PETTICOAT. 

Thy  azure  robe  I  did  behold. 

As  airy  as  the  leaves  of  gold. 

Which  erring  here,  and  wand'ring  there, 

Pleas'd  with  transgression  ev'ry  where : 

Sometimes  'twould  pant,  and  sigh,  and  heave, 

As  if  to  stir  it  scarce  had  leave  ; 

But  having  got  it,  thereupon, 

'Twould  make  a  brave  expansion ; 

And,  pounced  with  stars,  it  shew'd  to  me 

Like  a  celestial  canopy : 

Sometimes  'twould  blaze,  and  then  abate. 

Like  to  a  flame  grown  moderate : 

Sometimes  away  'twould  wildly  flings 

Then  to  thy  thigh  so  closely  cling, 
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I,  greedy  of  the  prize,  did  drink, 

And  emptied  soon  the  glass, 
Which  hurnt  me  so,  that  I  do  think 

The  fire  of  hell  it  was. 

Give  me  my  earthen  cups  again ; 

The  crystal  I  contemn. 
Which,  though  enchased  with  pearls,  contain 

A  deadly  draught  in  them. 

And  thou,  O  Cupid  1  come  not  to 

My  threshold ;  since  I  see, 
For  £dl  I  have,  or  else  can  do. 

Thou  still  wilt  cozen  me. 


LXXII. 
NO   LOATHSOMENESS  IN  tOVB. 

What  I  fancy  I  approve. 

No  dislike  there  is  in  love : 

Be  my  mistress  short  or  tall^ 

And  distorted  therewithal ; 

Be  she  likewise  one  of  those. 

That  an  acre  hath  of  nose  ; 

Be  her  forehead  and  her  eyes 

Full  of  incongruities. 

Be  her  cheeks  so  shallow  too, 

As  to  shew  her  tongue  wag  through 

Be  lier  lips  ill  hung,  or  set ; 

And  her  grinders  black  as  jet ; 

Has  she  thin  hair,  hath  she  none ; 

She's  to  me  a  paragon. 
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LXXIII. 
LOVE  PERFUMES  ALL  PAETl. 

If  I  kiss  Anthea's  breast, 
There  I  smell  the  phoenix'  nest; 
If  hgr  lip,  the  more  sincere 
Altar  of  incense  I  smell  there ; 
Bosom,  hands,  and  arms,  are  all 
Richly  aromatical : 
Goddess  Isis  can't  transfer 
Musks  and  ambers  more  from  her ; 
Nor  can  Juno  sweeter  be, 
When  she  lies  with  Jove,  than  she. 

LZXIV 
JULIA'S  PETTICOAT. 

Thy  azure  robe  I  did  behold. 

As  airy  as  the  leaves  of  gold, 

Which  erring  here,  and  wand'ring  there, 

Pleas'd  with  transgression  ev'ry  where : 

Sometimes  'twould  pant,  and  sigh,  and  heave. 

As  if  to  stir  it  scarce  had  leave  ; 

But  having  got  it,  thereupon, 

'Twould  make  a  brave  expansion ; 

And,  pounced  with  stars,  it  shew'd  to  me 

Like  a  celestial  canopy : 

Sometimes  'twould  blaze,  and  then  abate, 

Like  to  a  flame  grown  moderate : 

Sometimes  away  'twould  wildly  flings 

Then  to  thy  thigh  so  closely  cling. 


That  tome  conceil  did  mell  me  down, 
A*  laven  faU  into  a  swoon ; 
And  allconfiuMl  I  there  did  lie 
Drown'd  in  delights,  but  could  oat  dia. 
That  leading  cloud  [  foUow'd  still. 
Hoping  t'  hate  seen  of  it  my  fill ; 
But,  ah  I  I  could  not ;  should  it  moTe 
To  life  eleraal,  I  could  love. 


I  could  but  see  thee  yeaterdajr 

Stung  by  a  fretful  bee ; 
And  I  the  jav'lin  suck'd  away. 

And  heol'd  the  wound  in  tlieCb 

A  thousand  thoms,  and  briers,  and  at 

r  have  in  my  poor  breaat ; 
Xet  ne'er  can  aee  that  salve,  which  h 

My  pasaionB  any  rest 

As  love  shall  help  me  I  I  admin 
How  thou  caon  sit  and  smile. 

To  see  me  bleed  ;  and  not  desire 
To  stanch  the  blood  the  while. 


If  thou,  composed  of  gentle  mould. 

Act  BO  unkind  to  me  g 
What  dismal  auries  will  be  loM 

Of  those  that  cruel  be! 
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LXXVI. 
A     HTMN   TO  LOVE. 

I  will  confess, 

With  cheerfulness, 
Love  is  a  thing  so  likes  me ; 

That,  let  her  lay 

On  me  all  day, 
I'll  kiss  the  hand  that  strikes  me. 


I  will  not,  I, 

Now  blubb'ring  cry : 
It,  ah !  too  late  repents  me. 

That  I  did  faU 

To  love  at  all; 
Since  love  so  much  contents  me. 

No,  no;  I'll  be 

In  fetters  free : 
While  others  they  sit  wringing 

Their  hands  for  pain, 

1*11  entertain 
The  wounds  of  love  with  singing. 

With  flowers,  and  wine, 

And  cakes  divine. 
To  strike  me  I  will  tempt  thee ; 

Which  done,  no  more 

I'll  come  before 
Thee  and  thine  altars  empty. 


64 

<iood  speed,  for  I  (hia  day 
Betimri  my  matini  aay, 
Because  1  do 
Begin  tm  ™<.. 
Sweet- Bingin|r  lark. 
Be  thou  the  dark, 
And  knonr  thy  wbea 
Toaaymntn. 
And  if  1  prove 
Blest  in  my  love. 
Then  thou  ahnlt  be 
High-priest  to  me. 
At  ...y  return 
To  incenae  bum, 
And  so  tu  Bolemnize 

1 

■ 
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LXXIX. 
UPON  THE  ROSES  IN  JULIA'B  B080M. 

Phrice  happy  roses,  so  much  graced,  to  have 
Within  the  bosom  of  my  love  your  grave ! 
>ie  when  ye  will,  your  sepulchre  is  known ; 
Tour  grave  her  bosom  is,  the  lawn  the  stone. 

LXXX. 
UPON   HIS  JULIA. 

Will  ye  hear  what  I  can  say 
Briefly  of  my  Julia  ? 
Black  and  roUing  is  her  eye, 
Double-chinn'd,  and  forehead  high. 
Lips  she  has  all  ruby  red. 
Cheeks  like  cream  enclareted, 
And  a  nose  that  is  the  grace 
And  proscenium  of  her  face ; 
So  that  we  may  guess  by  these 
The  other  parts  will  richly  please. 

LXXXI. 
TO    ELECTRA. 

Shall  I  go  to  Love,  and  tell 
Thou  art  all  tum'd  icicle  ? 
Shall  I  say,  her  altars  be 
Disadoni'd,  and  scorn' d  by  thee? 
O  beware !  in  time  submit ; 
Love  has  yet  no  wrathful  fit : 
If  her  patience  turns  to  ire, 
Love  is  then  consuming  fire. 

D 


TO    ANTHEA,  n^> 

Bid  me  to  live)  and  I  will  live 

Thy  protestant  to  be ; 
Or  bid  me  love,  and  I  will  givt 

A  loviifg  heart  to  thee. 

A  heart  as  soft,  a  heart  as  kind, 
A  heart  as  sound  and  free, 

As  in  the  whole  world  thou  canst  flnt 
That  heart  I'll  give  to  thee. 

Bid  that  heart  stay,  and  it  will  mUj, 

To  honour  thy  decree ; 
Or  bid  it  languish  quite  away, 

And 't  shall  do  so  for  thee. 

Bid  me  to  weep,  and  I  will  weep. 
While  I  have  eyes  to  see ; 

And  having  none,  yet  I  will  keep 
A  heart  to  weep  for  thee. 

Bid  me  despair,  and  I'll  despair 
'T^Her  that  cypress  tree ; 


?ii  J 
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LZXXIII. 
IX>  A  GENTLEWOMAN  OBJECTING  TO    HIM  HIS     GEET 

HAIRS. 

'Am  I  dipspised,  becausig  you  say, 
And  I  dare  swear,  that  I  am  grey  ? 
Know,  lady,  you  have  but  your  day ; 
And  time  will  come,  when  you  shall  wear 
Such  frost  and  snow  upon  your  hair. 
And  when,  though  long,  it  comes  to  pass, 
You  question  with  your  looking-glass, 
And  in  that  sincere  crystal  seek. 
But  find  no  rose-bud  in  your  cheek. 
Nor  any  bed  to  give  the  shew  : 
Where  such  a  rare  carnation  grew ; 
Ah !  then  too  late,  close  in  your  chamber  keeping, 
It  will  be  told 
That  you  are  old. 
By  those  true  tears  y'are  weeping. 

LXXXIT. 
HIS  PROTESTATION   TO    PERILLA. 

Noonday  and  midnight  shall  at  once  be  seen  $ 
Trees  at  one  time  shall  be  both  sere  and  green 
Fire  and  water  shaU  together  lie 
In  one  self-sweet  conspiring  sympathy ; 
Summer  and  winter  shall  at  one  time  show 
Ripe  ears  of  com,  and  up  to  th'  ears  in  snow ; 
Seas  shall  be  sandless,  fields  devoid  of  grass. 
Shapeless  the  world,  as  when  all  chaos  was, 
Before,  my  dear  Perilla,  I  will  be 
False  to  my  vow,  or  fall  away  from  thee. 

d2 


And,  cruel  roaid,  because  I  tee 
You  scornful  of  my  love  and  me, 
I'll  trouble  you  no  more ;  but  go 
My  iraj,  where  you  shall  aevel  know 
Wbat  19  become  of  me  ;  there  I 
Will  find  me  out  a  path  to  die, 
Or  leam  some  way  how  to  forget 
You,  and  your  name,  for  ever;  yet 
Ere  I  go  hence,  know  ihiB  bom  m 


What  wU]  Id 


Lo  your  coynesE 


I  will  leil, 
And  having  epoke  it  once,  farewell  1 
The  lily  will  not  long  endure. 
Nor  ihe  snow  continue  pure  ; 
The  rose,  the  violet,  one  dny 
See  ;  both  these  Udy-floweis  decay ; 
And  you  must  fade  as  weU  as  ihey: 
And,  it  may  chance  that  love  may  Cum 
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LXXXVI. 
A    RING  PRESENTED    TO  JULIA. 

Julia,  I  bring 

To  thee  this  ring, 
Made  for  thy  finger  fit ; 

To  shew  by  this 

That  our  love  is, 
Or  should  be,  like  to  it 

Close  though  it  be. 

The  joint  is  firee  i 
So,  when  love's  yoke  is  on. 

It  must  not  gall, 

Or  fret  at  all 
With  hard  oppression : 

.  But  it  must  play 

Still  either  way 
And  be  too  such  a  yoke, 

As  not  too  wide. 

To  overslide, 
Or  be  so  strait  to  choke. 

So  we,  who  bear 

This  beam,  must  real 
Ourselves  to  such  a  height. 

As  that  the  stay 

Of  either  may 
Create  the  burthen  light 

And  as  this  round 

Is  no  where  found 

To  flaw,  or  else  to  sever ; 


So  let  our  love 
hM  endlets  prove. 
And  pure  as  gold  for  ever. 

LXXXVII. 
TO  THE  WESTERN  WIHD. 

Sweet  western  wind,  whose  luck  it  ia 

Made  rival  with  the  air, 
To  give  Perenna's  lips  a  kis^, 

And  fan  her  wanton  hair. 

Bring  me  but  one ;  I'll  promise  thee^ 
Instead  of  common  showers, 

Thy  wings  shall  be  embalm'd  by  me, 
And  all  beset  with  flowers. 


LXXXVII  I. 
THE  HOUR  GLASS. 

rhat  Hour  glass,  which  there  you  see. 
With  water  fiU'd,  sirs,  credit  me, 
llie  humour  was,  as  I  have  read. 
But  lovers  tears  incrystalled ; 
Which,  as  they  drop  by  drop  do  pass 
From  th'  upper  to  the  under-glass. 
Do  in  a  trickling  manner  tell, 
(By  many  a  watery  syllable) 
That  lovers'  tears  in  life-time  shed, 
Do  restless  run  when  they  are  dead 
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LXXIII. 
LOVE  PERFUMES  ALL  PARTS. 

If  I  kiss  Anthea's  breast, 
There  I  smell  the  phoenix'  nest; 
If  hgr  lip,  the  more  sincere 
Altar  of  incense  I  smell  there ; 
Bosom,  hands,  and  arms,  are  all 
Richly  aromatical : 
Goddess  Isis  can't  transfer 
Musks  and  ambers  more  from  her ; 
Nor  can  Juno  sweeter  be. 
When  she  lies  with  Jove,  than  she. 

LZXIV 
JULIA'S  PETTICOAT. 

Thy  azure  robe  I  did  behold. 

As  airy  as  the  leaves  of  gold. 

Which  erring  here,  and  wand'ring  there, 

Pleas'd  with  transgression  ev'ry  where : 

Sometimes  'twould  pant,  and  sigh,  and  heave. 

As  if  to  stir  it  scarce  had  leave  ; 

But  having  got  it,  thereupon, 

'Twould  make  a  brave  expansion ; 

And,  pounced  with  stars,  it  shew'd  to  me 

Like  a  celestial  canopy : 

Sometimes  'twould  blaze,  and  then  abate. 

Like  to  a  flame  grown  moderate : 

Sometimes  away  'twould  wildly  flings 

Then  to  thy  thigh  so  closely  cling, 


Drowned  in  deligJits,  out  vutuu  uv*.  x^w. 
That  leading  cloud  T  followed  still, 
Hoping  t*  have  seen  of  it  my  fill ; 
But,  ah  I  I  could  not ;  should  it  moVe 
To  life  eternal,  I  could  love. 


LXXT. 

TO  DIANEMB. 

I  could  but  see  thee  yesterday 

Stung  by  a  fretful  bee ; 
And  I  the  jav'lin  suck'd  away, 

And  heard  the  wound  in  Oiee, 

A  thousand  thorns,  and  briers,  and  stingi^ 

J  have  in  my  poor  breast ; 
yet  ne'er  can  see  that  salve,  which  brings 

My  passions  any  rest 

As  love  shall  help  me  I  I  admire 
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LXXVI. 
A     HTMM   TO  LOVE. 

I  will  confess, 

With  cheerhilness, 
Love  is  a  thing  so  likes  me ; 

That,  let  her  lay 

On  me  all  day, 
1*11  kiss  the  hand  that  strikes  me. 

I  will  not,  I, 

Now  hluhb'ring  cry : 
It,  ah  I  too  late  repents  me. 

That  I  did  fall 

To  love  at  all ; 
Since  love  so  much  contents  meu 

No,  no;  rUbe 

In  fetters  free : 
While  others  they  sit  wringing 

Their  hands  for  pain, 

I'll  entertain 
The  wounds  of  love  with  singing. 

With  flowers,  and  wine. 

And  cakes  divine. 
To  strike  me  I  wiU  tempt  thee ; 

Which  done,  no  more 

I'll  come  before 
Thee  and  thine  altars  empty. 


^^m 

"^^ 

■ 

ea                                            HESFEBinEt 

That  some  conceit  did  melt  me  down. 

AsloverEiralliDtoaEwooii: 

And  al1co[ifiii«^d  I  there  did  lie 

Drown'd  in  delights,  but  could  not  dis. 

That  leading  cloud  I  follow'd  atUl, 

^^^^^^1 

Hoping  t'  hate  seen  of  it  my  l^ll ; 

But,  ah  !  1  could  oot  i  should  it  move 

^^M 

To  life  eternal,  I  could  love. 

^^M 

TO  DIANEMS. 

^^^^^M 

I  could  but  see  thee  yesterdBy 

Stung  by  a  fretful  bee  1 

And  1  the  jav'lin  suck'd  awsy, 

^^^^^M 

And  heal'd  the  wouDd  in  thee. 

^^^^H 

A  thousand  thorns,  and  briers,  and  sting 

I  have  in  my  poor  brejst ; 

Vet  ne-er  cnn  see  that  salve,  which  brinj 

1 

H 
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LXXVI. 
A     HTMN  TO  LOVE. 

I  will  confess, 

With  cheerfulness, 
Love  is  a  thing  so  likes  me ; 

That,  let  her  lay 

On  me  all  day, 
I'll  kiss  the  hand  that  strikes  me. 

I  will  not,  I, 

Now  blubh'ring  cry : 
It,  ah  I  too  late  repents  me, 

That  I  did  fall 

To  love  at  all; 
Since  love  so  much  contents  meu 

No,  no;  rUbe 

In  fetters  free : 
While  others  they  sit  wringing 

Their  hands  for  pain, 

I'll  entertain 
The  wounds  of  love  with  singing. 

With  flowers,  and  wine. 

And  cakes  divine. 
To  strike  me  I  will  tempt  thee ; 

Which  done,  no  more 

rU  come  before 
Thee  and  thine  altars  empty. 


I  went  to  plucK  laem  w . 

To  make  of  parts  an  union : 

But  on  a  sudden  all  were  gone ; 

At  which  I  stopp'd ;  said  Love,  these  be. 

The  true  resemblances  of  thee; 

For,  as  these  flowers,  thy  joys  must  die. 

And  in  the  turning  of  an  eye : 

And  all  thy  hopes  of  her  must  wither, 

Like  those  short  sweets  here  knit  together* 


XCVII. 
TO   THE   MAIDS     TO   WALK   ABROAD. 

Come  sit  we  under  yonder  tree. 
Where  merry  as  the  maids  we'll  be  i 
And,  as  on  primroses  we  sit, 
We'll  venture,  if  we  can,  at  wit : 
If  not,  at  draw-gloves  we  will  play, 
So  spend  some  minutes  of  the  day ; 
Or  else  spin  out  the  thread  of  sands, 
Playing  at  questions  and  commands ; 
Or  tell  what  strange  tricks  Love  can  dc 
'•      ~««nftwo: 
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LXXIX. 
UPON   THE  ROSES  IN  JULIA'S  BOSOM. 

Thrice  happy  roses,  so  much  graced,  to  have 
Within  the  bosom  of  my  love  your  grave  I 
Die  when  ye  will,  your  sepulchre  is  known ; 
Your  grave  her  bosom  is,  the  lawn  the  stone. 

LXXX. 
UPON   HIS  JULIA. 

Will  ye  hear  what  I  can  say 
Briefly  of  my  Julia  ? 
Black  and  rolling  is  her  eye, 
Double-chinn'd,  and  forehead  lugh« 
Lips  she  has  all  ruby  red. 
Cheeks  like  cream  enclareted, 
And  a  nose  that  is  the  grace 
And  proscenium  of  her  face ; 
So  that  we  may  guess  by  these 
The  other  parts  will  richly  please. 

LXXXI. 
TO   ELECTRA. 

Shall  I  go  to  Love,  and  tell 
Thou  art  all  tum'd  icicle  ? 
Shall  I  say,  her  altars  be 
Disadoni'd,  and  scom'd  by  thee  T 
O  beware !  in  time  submit ; 
Love  has  yet  no  wrathful  fit : 
If  her  patience  turns  to  ire, 
Love  is  then  consuming  fire. 

D 


Tt  IfflSPERIDKS. 

XCIX. 
THE    PRIMROSE. 

Ask  me  why  J  send  you  here 
This  sweet  infanta  of  the  year  ? 

Ask  me  why  I  send  to  you 
This  prim^se,  thus  bepearPd  with  dew ! 

I  will  whisper  to  your  ears. 
The  sweets  of  love  are  mix'd  with  tears. 

Ask  me  why  this  flow'r  does  show 
So  yellow-green,  and  sickly  too  t 

Ask  me  why  the  stalk  is  weak 
And  bending,  yet  it  doth  not  break  t 

I  will  answer,  these  discover 
What  fainting  hopes  are  in  a  lover. . 

c. 

4  DIALOGUE  BETWIXT  HIMSELF  AND  MISTRESS  EI 
BETH  WHEELER,  UNDER  THE  NAME  OF  AMARTLL 

HERRICK. 

My  dearest  love,  since  thou  wilt  go, 
And  leave  me  here  behind  thee  ; 

For  love  or  pity,  let  me  know 
The  place  where  I  may  find  thee. 

AMARYLLIS. 

In  country  meadows,  pearl'd  with  dew, 

And  set  about  with  lilies ; 
There  filling  maunds  with  cowslips,  you 

May  find  your  Amaryllis. 
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HEERICK. 

What  have  the  meads  to  do  with  thee, 

Or  with  thy  youthful  hours  7 
Live  thou  at  court,  where  thou  mays't  be 

The  queen  of  men,  not  flowers. 

Let  country  wenches  make  'em  fine 

With  poses ;  since  'tis  fitter 
For  thee  with  richest  gems  to  shine, 

And  like  the  stars  to  glitter. 

AMARYLLIS. 

You  set  too  high  a  rate  upon 

A  shepherdess  so  homely. 
Her.  Believe  it,  dearest,  there's  not  one 

I'  the  court  that's  half  so  comely. 

I  pritbfce  stay. — Am.    1  must  away. 

Her.  Let's  kiss  first,  then  we'll  scfsr; 
Both.  And,  though  we  bid  adieu  to-day. 

We  shall  not  part  for  ever. 

01. 
KISSING    USURY. 

Bianca,  let 

Me  pay  the  debt 
I  owe  thee  for  a  kiss 

Thou  lend'st  to  me ; 

And  I  to  thee 
Will  render  ten  for  this: 


...vt**"*^ 


It  it''"' 


ye. 


„e  do  V>»«^  fl  ove  sa 
tlve*o>»  fylfot  lover*  ^ 

Gentry  ^^^' 
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CIV. 
TO  DIANElfE. 

Sweet,  be  not  proud  of  those  two  eyes, 
Which  star-like  sparkle  in  their  skies ; 
Nor  be  you  proud,  that  you  can  see 
All  hearts  your  captives,  your's  yet  free : 
Be  you  not  proud  of  that  rich  hair, 
Which  wantons  with  the  love-sick  air ; 
When  as  that  ruby  which  you  wear, 
Sunk  from  the  tip  of  your  soft  ear, 
Will  last  to  be  a  precious  stone, 
When  all  your  world  of  beauty's  gone. 

cv. 

THE   WEEPING   CHERRY. 

I  saw  a  cherry  weep,  and  why  ? 

Why  wept  it  ?  but  for  shame ; 
Because  my  Julia's  lip  was  by. 

And  did  out-red  th^p  same  ? 

But,  pretty  fondling,  let  not  fall 

A  tear  at  all  for  that. 
Which  rubies,  corals,  scarlets,  all, 

For  tincture,  wonder  at. 

cvi. 

UPON    LOVE. 

Some  salve  to  every  sore  we  may  apply ; 
Only  for  my  wound  there's  no  remedy : 
Yet  if  my  Julia  kiss  me,  there  will  be 
A  sovereign  balm  found  out  to  cure  me. 


Sick  i>  AnEhea,  nMy  is  the  Epiing, 

The  primrose  eick,  and  sickly  every  thing 

I    The  while  my  dear  AntheH  dues  but  droof 

I    The  lulipe,  lilies,  daSbdiU  do  stoop: 

1   But  nhen  again  she's  gM  her  healthful  h< 

Each  bending  then,  will  rise  a  proper  flti< 


Thou  art  to  all  lost  love  the  best, 

The  only  true  pUnt  found, 
Wherewilh  young  men  and  mitidi  dhCrest 
■  nd  left  of  love,  are  crown'd. 
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CIX. 
UPON   A   DELATING   LADT. 

Come,  come  away ; 

Or  let  me  go : 
Must  I  here  stay 

Because  y'  are  slow^ 
And  will  continue  so  ?-» 
Troth,  lady,  no : 

I  scorn  to  be 

A  slave  to  state  ; 
And,  since  Pm  free, 

I  will  not  wait 
Henceforth,  at  such  a  rate^ 
For  needy  fate : 

If  you  desire 

My  spark  should  glow, 
The  peeping  fire 

You  must  blow ; 
Or  I  shall  quickly  grow 
To  frost,  or  snow. 

ex. 

THE  CARCANET. 

Instead  of  orient  pearls,  of  jet    • 
I  sent  my  love  a  carcanet : 
About  her  spotless  neck  she  knit 
The  lace,  to  honour  me,  or  it : 
Then  think  how  rapt  was  I,  to  see 
My  jet  t'inthrall  such  ivory ! 


Be  the  mistress  of  my  choice 
Clean  in  manners,  clear  in  vo 
Be  she  witty  more  than  wise ; 
Pure  enough,  though  notprec 
Be  she  shewing  in  her  dress, 
Like  a  civil  wilderness, 
That  the  curious  may  detect 
Order  in  a  sweet  neglect ; 
Be  she  rolling  in  her  eye, 
Tempting  all  the  passers-by ; 
And  each  ringlet  of  her  hair 
An  enchantment,  or  a  snare ; 
For  to  catch  the  lookers  on, 
But  herself  held  fast  by  none ; 
Let  her  Lucrece  all  day  be, 
Thais  in  the  night  to  me  ; 
Be  she  such  as  neither  will 
Famish  me,  nor  over-fill. 


cxii. 

TO    HIS    MISTRESSES. 
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Is  there  no  way  to  beget 

In  my  limbs  their  former  heat  f 

.£8on  had,  as  poets  feign, 

Baths  that  made  him  young  again*. 

Find  that  medicine  if  you  can, 

For  your  dry,  decrepit  man, 

Who  would  fain  his  streng^th  renew* 

Were  it  but  to  pleasure  you. 

CXIII. 
TJPON  THE   LOSS  OF   HIS   MISTRE88BI. 

I  have  lost,  and  lately,  these 
Many  dainty  mistresses ; 
Stately  Julia,  prime  of  all ; 
Sappho  next,  a  principal ; 
Smooth  Anthea,  for  a  skin 
White,  and  heaven-like  crystalline  | 
Sweet  Electra ;  and  the  choice 
Myrrha,  for  the  lute  and  voice ; 
Next,  Corinna,  for  her  wit. 
And  the  graceful  use  of  it ; 
With  Perilla :  all  are  gone ; 
Only  Herrick's  left  alone. 
For  to  number  sorrow  by 
Their  departures  hence,  and  die. 

cxiv. 

LOVE   DISLIKES   NOTHINO. 

Whatsoever  thing  I  see 
Rich,  or  poor  although  it  be 
'Tis  a  mistress  unto  me. 


Ij! 
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Be  my  girl  or  fair,  or  brown, 
Does  she  smile,  or  does  she  frowns 
Still  I  write  a  sweetheart  down. 

Be  she  rough  or  smooth  of  skin, 
When  I  touch,  I  then  begin 
For  to  let  affection  in. 

Be  she  bald,  or  does  she  wear 
Locks  incurPd  of  other  hair, 
I  shall  find  enchantment  there. 

Be  she  whole,  or  be  she  rent, 
So  my  fancy  be  content. 
She's  to  me  most  excellent. 

Be  she  fat,  or  be  she  lean, 
Be  she  sluttish,  be  she  clean, 
I'm  a  man  for  every  scene. 

cxv. 

TO  ELECTRA. 

More  white  than  whitest  lilies  &r, 

Or  snow,  or  whitest  swans,  yuu  are ; 

More  white  than  are  the  whitest  creaz 

^  Or  moonlight  tinselling  the  streams ; 

f  'I'  j|  More  white  than  pearls,  or  Juno's  thij 

,    .U|  11'  Or  Pelops'  arm  of  ivory. 

I    '^:^  True,  1  confess,  such  whites  as  these 

r    '  r  May  me  delight,  not  fully  please ; 

Till,  like  Ixion's  cloud,  you  be 

i     "•  '  White,  warm,  and  soft  to  lie  with  nM, 

I         1 


.1 


1 


« 
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CZYI. 

love's  plat  at  push  piv. 

Love  and  mjrself,  believe  me  on  a  day 
At  childish  push  pin,  for  our  sport,  did  plaj  i 
[  put,  he  push'd,  and,  heedless  of  my  skin, 
Love  prick'd  my  finger  with  a  golden  pin  { 
Since  which  it  festers  so,  that  I  can  prove 
Twas  but  a  trick  to  poison  me  with  love : 
Little  the  wound  was,  greater  was  the  smart; 
rhe  finger  bled,  but  burnt  was  all  my  heart. 


CZVII. 
THE  FROZEN  ZONE,    OR  JULIA  DISDAINFUL. 

Whither,  say,  whither  shall  I  fly. 

To  slack  these  flames  wherein  I  fry  t 

To  the  treasures  shall  I  go 

Oi  the  rain,  frost,  hail,  and  snow  t 

Shall  I  search  the  under  ground. 

Where  all  damps  and  mists  are  found  f 

Shall  I  seek  for  speedy  ease 

All  the  floods,  and  frozen  seas ; 

Or  descend  into  the  deep 

Where  eternal  cold  does  keep  t 

These  .may  cool;  but  there's  a  zone 

Colder  yet  than  any  one, 

Tliat's  my  Julia's  breast.  Where  dwells. 

Such  destructive  icicles. 

As  that  the  congelation  will 

Me  aooner  starve,  than  those  can  kill. 


To  gather  flowers  Sappho  went. 

And  hotnenani  she  did  hring, 
Within  her  lawny  continent. 

The  treasure  of  the  spcing- 
She  smiling  hlush'il,  and  bluehing  snul< 

And  sweetly  blushing  thns, 
She  look'd  as  she'd  been  got  with  chili 

By  young  Favonlu!!. 

Her  apron  gave  as  she  did  pau, 
Here  pleaEing,  too,  than  ever  wiia 


k  by  gentle  I 
One,  ind  th'  otfaw'*  paadont  i 
How  we  mitch,  uulteldtHn  dsepi 
Hcw'-ywiUonin  do  wsep  t 
How  tf  itedth  we  meet,  and  thn 
Kin,  md  ngh,  to  ptrt  igaiD: 
Thii  the  lipe  we  will  permit 
For  to  tell,  mt  pnbliili  it. 


Come,  Anthea,  know  ikon  thii^ 
Lvre  at  no  dme  idle  it  J 
Le^(  be  dinng,  tboi^Ii  we  plaj 
Bot  at  pudi  ^n  bllT  the  daf ) 
Chaina  of  nreet  bents  let  ai  malca^ 
CaptJTc  one, or  bodi,  to  takaj 
In  wbkb  boodafe  we  mU  lii^ 


-^.1?^  Vxor  lawny  continent, 
Within  ber  lawny 

The  treasure  of  tHe  Bpr    k 

•V  cblusb'd,  and  blushing  smil^ 

Her  apron  gave  as  she  ^i  P"" 
^  An  odour  morejx^^ 

More  pleasing,  too,  in» 
T^e  lap  of  Proserpine. 

TO  HIS  MISTRESS. 

Choose  me  your  v^endne; 

Next,  let  us  marry  , 
L„^:t  the  death  waipine. 

U  we  long  tarry. 

Promise,  and  keep  yo« '«>'«. 
/^-  «/»«  ve  never ; 
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CZXYIII. 
TO   HIS   mSTREtSEt. 

Put  on  your  silks ;  and,  piece  by  piece, 

Give  them  the  scent  of  ambergris ; 

And  for  your  breaths,  too,  let  them  smell 

Ambrosia-like,  or  nectarel ; 

While  other  gums  their  sweets  perspire, 

By  your  own  jewels  set  on  fire. 

cxxix. 

BEING  ONCE  BLIND,  HIS   REQUEST  TO   BIANCA. 

When  age  or  chance  has  made  me  blind. 

So  that  the  path  I  cannot  find ; 

And  when  my  falls  and  stumblings  are 

More  than  the  stones  i'  th'  street  by  far  ^ 

Go  thou  before,  and  I  shall  well 

Follow  thy  perfumes  by  the  smell ; 

Or  be  my  guide,  and  I  shall  be 

Led  by  some  light  that  flows  firom  thee. 

Thus  held,  or  led  by  thee,  I  shall 

In  ways  confus'd,  nor  slip  or  faU. 

cxxx. 

THE  SHOE   TYING. 

Anthea  bade  me  tie  her  shoe ; 
I  did ;  and  kiss'd  the  instep  too. 
And  would  have  kiss'd  unto  her  knee, 
Had  not  her  blush  rebuked  me. 


92  HB8PERIDBI. 

CXXVI. 
TO  DIANEMB. 

Dear,  though  to  part  it  be  a  hell, 

Tet,  DianemCi  now  farewell ; 

Thy  frown  last  night  did  bid  me  go, 

But  whither  only  grief  does  know. 

I  do  beseech  thee,  ere  we  part, 

(If  merciful,  as  fair  thou  art ; 

Or  else  desir*st  that  maids  shou'd  tell 

Thy  pity  by  love's  chronicle) 

O,  Dianeme,  rather  kill 

Me,  than  to  make  me  languish  still ! 

'Tis  cruelty  in  thee  to*  th'  height, 

Thus,  thus  to  wound,  not  kill  outright; 

Yet  there's  a  way  found,  if  thou  please, 

By  sudden  death  to  give  me  ease ; 

And  thus  devis'd,  do  thou  but  this. 

Bequeath  to  me  one  parting  kiss ; 

So  sup'rabundant  joy  shall  be 

The  executioner  of  me. 


CXXVII. 
AGAINST   LOYB. 

Wheiic'er  my  heart  love's  warmth  but  entertains, 
O  frost !  O  snow !  O  hail  I  forbid  the  banns. 
One  drop  now  deads  a  spark,  but  if  the  same 
Once  gets  a  force,  floods  cannot  quench  the  flame. 
Rather  than  love,  let  me  be  ever  lost. 
Or  let  me  'gender  with  eternal  frost 
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CZXYIII. 
TO   HIS  MISTRESSES. 

Put  on  your  silks ;  aDd,  piece  by  piece, 

Give  them  the  scent  of  ambergris ; 

And  for  your  breaths,  too,  let  them  smell 

Ambrosia-like,  or  nectarel ; 

While  other  gums  their  sweets  perspire. 

By  your  own  jewels  set  on  fire. 


cxxix. 

BEING  ONCE  BLIND,  HIS   REQUEST  TO   BIANCA. 

When  age  or  chance  has  made  me  blind. 

So  that  the  path  I  cannot  find ; 

And  when  my  falls  and  stumblings  are 

More  than  the  stones  i'  th'  street  by  far  ^ 

Go  thou  before,  and  I  shall  well 

Follow  thy  perfumes  by  the  smell ; 

Or  be  my  guide,  and  I  shall  be 

Led  by  some  light  that  flows  firom  thee. 

Thus  held,  or  led  by  thee,  I  shall 

In  ways  confiis'd,  nor  slip  or  fall. 

cxxx. 

THE   SHOE   TYING. 

Anthea  bade  me  tie  her  shoe ; 
I  did ;  and  kiss'd  the  instep  too. 
And  would  have  kiss*d  unto  her  knee, 
Had  not  her  blush  rebuked  me. 


NO   SPOVBCi  ».. 

A  bachelor  I  will 
Live  as  I  have  lived  still, 
And  never  take  a  wife 
To  crucify  my  life : 
But  this  I'll  tell  ye  too, 
What  now  I  mean  to  do ; 
A  sister,  in  the  stead 
Of  wife,  about  I'll  lead ; 
Which  I  will  keep  embrac'd. 
And  kiss,  but  yet  be  chaste. 

CXXXII. 
THE  POMANDER  BRACELET. 

To  me  my  Julia  lately  sent 

A  bracelet,  richly  redolent ; 

The  beads  I  kiss'd,  but  most  lov'd  hot 

That  did  perfume  the  ponumder. 

CXXXIII. 
UPON  JULIA'S  VOICE. 

''^^pn  I  thy  singing  next  shall  hear, 

>  oil  to  ear. 
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CXXXIV, 
TO  JULIA. 

How  rich  and  pleasing  thou,  my  Julia,  art, 

hk  each  thy  dainty  and  peculiar  part  I 

Tint,  for  thy  Queen-ship  on  thy  head  is  set 

Of  flowers  a  sweet  commingled  coronet ; 

About  thy  neck  a  carcanet  is  hound, 

Made  of  the  Ruby,  Pearl,  and  Diamond;    . 

A  golden  ring  chat  shines  upon  thy  thumb ; 

About  thy  wrist  the  rich  Dardanium ; 

Between  thy  breasts,  than  down  of  swans  more  white, 

There  plays  the  Sapphire  with  the  Chrysolite. 

No  part  besides  must  of  thyself  be  known, 

But  by  the  Topaz,  Opal,  Calcedon. 

CXXXT. 

HIS   SAILING  FROM   JULIA. 

When  that  day  comes,  whose  evening  says  I'm  gone, 

Uoto  that  watery  desolation : 

Devoutly  to  thy  Closet-gods  then  pray. 

That  my  wing'd  ship  may  meet  no  Remora. 

Those  deities  which  circum-walk  the  seas, 

And  look  upon  our  dreadful  passages. 

Will  from  all  dangers  re-deliver  me. 

For  one  drink-offering  poured  out  by  thee. 

Mercy  and  Truth  live  with  thee !  and  forbear, 

Id  my  short  absence,  to  unsluice  a  tear ; 

Bat  yet  for  love's  sake,  let  thy  lips  do  this. 

Give  my  dead  picture  one  engendering  kiss ; 

Work  that  to  life,  and  let  me  ever  dwell 

In  thy  remembrance,  Julia.    So  farewell. 


^Hj 

*■ 

BQ 

BemygirlorfBir.orbrown, 
Does  she  Bmile,  or  does  she  frown, 
Still  I  writes  SHeelhearl  down. 

Be  she  rough  or  smooth  of  »kin, 
When  I  touch,  I  then  begin 
Fortulecafiectionin. 

Be  she  faald,  ut  does  she  wear 
LopksiDtiirl'd  of  other  hair, 
I  sliall  fiud  eDchsniment  there. 
Be  Ehe  whole,  or  he  she  leat, 
So  my  fancy  hecontEDt, 
She'stomemOBteiuelleDt. 

Be  alie  fat,  or  be  she  lean, 
Be  she  Elutlish,  beshccleoii, 

1 

1 

1 
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CZYI. 

love's  plat  at  push  pi  v. 

Love  and  myself,  believe  me  on  a  day 
At  childish  push  pin,  for  our  sport,  did  play  i 
[  put,  he  push'd,  and,  heedless  of  ray  skin, 
Love  prick' d  my  finger  with  a  golden  pin  { 
Since  which  it  festers  so,  that  I  can  prove 
'Twas  but  a  trick  to  poison  me  with  love : 
Little  the  wound  was,  greater  was  the  smart; 
rhe  finger  bled,  but  burnt  was  all  my  heart. 


CXVII. 
THE  FROZEN  ZONE,    OR  JULIA  DISDAINFUL. 

Whither,  say,  whither  shall  I  fly, 

To  slack  these  flames  wherein  I  fry  t 

To  the  treasures  shall  I  go 

Oi  the  rain,  frost,  hail,  and  snow  7 

Shall  I  search  the  under  ground, 

Where  all  damps  and  mists  are  found  f 

Shall  I  seek  for  speedy  ease 

All  the  floods,  and  frozen  seas ; 

Or  descend  into  the  deep 

Where  eternal  cold  does  keep  ? 

These  may  cool ;  but  there's  a  zone 

Colder  yet  than  any  one, 

Tliat's  my  Julia's  breast,  where  dwells. 

Such  destructive  icicles. 

As  that  the  congelation  will 

Me  aooner  starve,  than  those  can  kilL 


'e  ioSt  the  bridal  bed. 


lo  the  babies  of  Ibe  eyt*, 

harms  ibem  there  with  lullabiei, 

to  Ihc  chin,  the  check,  the  ear, 
frisks  and  Biee,  nowhere,  nan  there, 
far  otf,  and  then  'tis  near: 
;  and  there,  and  everywhere. 
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CXIZ. 
LIPS   TONOUELB8S 

For  my  part,  I  never  care 
For  diose  lips  that  tongue-tied  are  | 
Tell-tales  I  would  have  them  be 
Of  my  mistress,  and  of  me : 
Let  them  prattle  how  that  I 
Sometimes  freeze,  and  sometimes  fry  t 
Let  them  tell  how  she  doth  move 
Fore,  or  backward  in  her  love : 
Let  them  speak  by  gentle  tones 
One,  and  th'  other's  passions : 
How  we  watch,  and  seldom  sleep ; 
How  Ly  willows  we  do  weep  ; 
How  by  stealth  we  meet,  and  then 
Kiss,  and  sigh,  so  part  again: 
This  the  lips  we  will  permit 
For  to  tell,  not  publish  it. 


cxz. 

TO  ANTHEA. 

Come,  Anthea,  know  thou  this. 
Love  at  no  time  idle  is ; 
Let's  be  doing,  though  we  play 
But  at  push  pin  half  the  day ; 
Chains  of  sweet  bents  let  us  make, 
Captive  one,  or  both,  to  take ; 
In  which  bondage  we  will  lie, 
Sonlfl  transfusing  thus,  and  die  I 

E 
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To  gather  flowers  Sappho  went. 

And  hDmenard  she  did  bring, 
Within  hEr  lawny  foniinent. 

The  treasure  of  the  spring. 
She  smiling  blush'd,  and  blushing  bi 

And  Bweeily  blushing  thus, 
She  bok'd  as  she'd  been  got  with  cI 

By  young  FavoniuB. 

Her  apron  gave  as  she  did  pan, 

More  pleasing,  too,  than  ever  wai 
The  lap  of  Proserpine. 
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CXLIX. 
A   MEDITATION   FOR  HIS  MISTRBSt. 

You  are  a  Tulip  seen  to-day, 

But  dearest,  of  so  short  a  stay, 

That  where  you  grew,  scarce  man  can  say. 

You  are  a  lovely  July-flower, 

Yet  one  rude  wind,  or  ruffling  shower. 

Will  force  you  hence,  and  in  an  hour. 

You  are  a  sparkling  Rose  i*  th*  bud, 
Yet  lost,  ere  that  chaste  flesh  and  blood 
Can  shew  where  you  or  grew  or  stood. 

You  are  a  full-spread,  fair-set  Vine, 
And  can  with  tendrils  love  entwine, 
Yet  dri'd,  ere  you  distil  your  wine. 

You  are  like  Balm,  inclosed  well 
In  amber,  or  some  crystal  shell, 
Yet  lost  ere  you  transfuse  your  smell. 

You  are  a  dainty  Violet, 

Yet  wither'd,  ere  you  can  be  set 

Within  the  virgin's  coronet 

You  are  the  queen  all  flowers  among, 
But  die  you  must,  £ur  maid,  ere  lon^. 
As  he,  the  maker  of  this  song. 


lOS  HsirERinif. 

CL. 
BIS    RECANTATION. 

Love,  I  recant, 
And  pardon  crave, 
That  lately  I  offended, 
But  'twas 
Alas  ! 
To  make  a  brave, 
But  no  disdain  intended. 

No  more  I'll  vaunt, 
For  now  I  see 
Thou  only  hast  the  power, 
To  find, 
And  hind 
A  heart  that's  free. 
And  slave  it  in  an  hour. 


CLI. 
UPON  JULIA'S  HAIR  FILLED  WITH  DEW. 

Dew  sat  on  Julia's  hair, 

And  spangled  too. 
Like  leaves  that  laden  are 

With  trembling  dew ; 
Or  glitter' d  to  my  sight, 

As  when  the  beams 
Have  their  reflected  light 

Danc'd  by  the  streams. 
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CXXYIII. 
TO   HIS  MISTRESSEI. 

Put  on  your  silks ;  and,  piece  by  piece, 

Give  them  the  scent  of  ambergris ; 

And  for  your  breaths,  too,  let  them  smell 

Ambrosia-like,  or  ne&tarel ; 

While  other  gums  their  sweets  perspire. 

By  your  own  jewels  set  on  fire. 

CZXIX. 
BEING  ONCE  BLIND,  HIS  REQUEST  TO   BIANCA. 

When  age  or  chance  has  made  me  blind, 

So  that  the  path  I  cannot  find ; 

And  when  my  falls  and  stumblings  are 

More  than  the  stones  i'  th'  street  by  far  ^ 

Go  thou  before,  and  I  shall  well 

Follow  thy  perhimes  by  the  smell ; 

Or  be  my  guide,  and  I  shall  be 

Led  by  some  light  that  flows  from  thee. 

Thus  held,  or  led  by  thee,  I  shall 

In  ways  confused,  nor  slip  or  fall. 

cxxx. 

THE   SHOE   TYING. 

Anthea  bade  me  tie  her  shoe ; 
I  did ;  and  kiss'd  the  instep  too. 
And  would  have  kissed  unto  her  knee, 
Had  not  her  blush  rebuked  me. 


«at)e.  cV»etty.  «e"^ 
And««»«^*J^,„tbeytr«»t« 
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CLIII. 
TO     PANSIES. 

Ah,  cruel  love,  must  I  endure 
Thy  many  scorns,  and  find  no  core  ? 
Say,  are  thy  medicines  made  to  be 
Helps  to  all  others  but  to  me  ? 
I'll  leave  thee,  and  to  Pansies  come ; 
Comforts  you'll  afford  me  some : 
You  can  ease  my  heart,  and  do 
What  love  could  ne'er  be  broughf  anto. 

CLIV.  * 

ON   OILLIFLOWERS   BEGOTTEN. 

What  was't  that  fell  but  now 

From  that  warm  kiss  of  ours  ! 
Look,  look,  by  love  I  vow 

They  were  two  gilliflowers. 

Let's  kiss,  and  kiss  again  ; 

For  if  so  be  our  closes 
Make  gilliflowers,  then 

Fm  sure  they'll  fashion  rosea. 

CLV. 
UPON  A  VIRGIN  KISSING  A  ROSE. 

'Twas  but  a  single  rose. 

Till  you  on  it  did  breathe 
But  since,  methinks,  it  shows 

Not  so  much  rose  as  wreathe. 


{ 


n*» 


Water,  water,  I  e^y.^ 
In  your  loves,  uu 

ThougHa.housan**:'"''^ 
Hot  one  drop  to  ligM 

HapwyouwhocanJ.^-X. 

iror^'ti:;^— • 

Dead  to  all  co«>passion. 
SuAanoneas^nr^'^^fce.. 

Of  my  cure,  do  you^  ^^^^^  ^^ 
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CXXXVIIl. 
TO  DEWS.      A  SONG. 

I  bum,  I  bum,  and  beg  of  you 
To  quencb  or  cool  me  with  your  dew  i 
I  fry  in  fire,  and  so  consume, 
Although  the  pile  be  all  perfume. 
Alas !  the  heat  and  death's  the  same 
Whether  by  choice  or  common  flame 
To  be  in  oil  of  roses  drown'd, 
Or  water,  where's  the  comfort  found 
Both  bring  one  death;  and  I  die  here, 
Unless  you  cool  me  with  a  tear. 
Alas !  I  call,  but  ah !  I  see 
Ye  cool  and  comfort  all  but  me. 


CXXXIZ. 

leander's  obsequies. 

When  as  Leander  young  was  drowo*d. 
No  heart  by  love  receiv'd  a  wound  j 
But  on  a  rock  himself  sat  by. 
There  weeping  sup'rabundantly. 
Sighs  numberless  he  cast  about, 
And  all  his  tapers  thus  put  out ; 
His  head  upon  his  hand  he  laid« 
And  sobbing  deeply,  thus  he  said  : 
Ah,  cmel  sea !  and  looking  on't, 
Wept  as  he'd  drown  the  Hellespont. 
And  sure  his  tongue  had  more  exprest., 
But  that  his  tears  forbad  the  rest 

eS 


Ofblackt 


Enthrall'! 

Dark  was  the  jail,  but  aa  if  light 

Had  met  t'  engeniler  with  the  ni^htt 

Or  BO,  as  dsrknesB  made  a  staj 

To  iliew  at  once  both  nighl  and  day- 

I  tanoyrnqrei    baiifiherebe 

Such  ^cedom  in  captivity ; 

I  btg  of  luvc  that  ever  1 

May  in  like  cliuins  of  darkness  lie. 


Trust  me  ladiEe,  I  will  do 
Nothing  to  distemper  you ; 
If  I  Boy  fret  or  vex, 
Mf  n  they  shall  be,  not  your  B 


Hon  long,  Perenna,  nilt  thou  see 
Me  Unguish  for  the  love  of  thee  1 
Consent  and  play  a  friendly  part 
To  save,  nhen  thou  may'n  Idll  a  heart 


AMATORY  ODif.  lOf 

CLXII. 
UrON  LOVE. 

I  held  love's  bead  while  it  did  ache, 

But  so  it  chanc'd  to  be, 
The  cruel  pain  did  his  forsake, 

And  forthwith  came  to  me. 

Ah  me  I  how  shall  my  grief  be  still'd  ? 

Or  where  else  shall  we  find 
One  like  to  me,  who  must  be  kill'd 

For  being  too  too  kind  ? 

CLXIII. 
NO  FAULT    IN   WOMEN. 

No  fault  in  women,  to  refuse 

The  offer  which  they  most  would  choose.  ' 

No  fault  in  women  to  confess, 

How  tedious  they  are  in  their  dresi  s 

No  fault  in  women,  to  lay  on 

The  tincture  of  vermillion ; 

And  there  to  give  the  cheek  a  dye 

Of  white,  where  Nature  doth  deny. 

No  fault  in  women,  to  make  show 

Of  largeness,  when  th'  are  nothing  so ; 

When,  true  it  is,  the  outside  swells 

With  inward  buckram,  little  else. 

No  fault  ill  women,  though  they  be 

But  seldom  from  suspicion  free  ; 

No  fault  in  womankind  at  all, 

If  they  but  slip,  and  never  fall. 
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CLXIT. 

TO   THE   MOST   PAIR   AND  LOVELY   MISTEBM 
AMNE   SOAME,  NOW  LADT   ABDIE. 

So  smell  those  odours  that  do  rise 

From  out  the  wealthy  spiceries ; 

So  smells  the  flower  of  blooming  cloTe, 

Or  roses  smother' d  in  the  stove ; 

So  smells  the  air  of  spiced  wine, 

Or  essences  of  jessamine  ; 

So  smells  the  breath  about  the  hiyes, 

When  well  the  work  of  honey  thrives, 

And  all  the  busy  factors  come 

Laden  with  wax  and  honey  home ; 

So  smell  those  neat  and  woven  bowers, 

All  over-arch'd  with  orange  flowers. 

And  almond -blossoms  that  do  mix 

To  make  rich  these  aromatics ; 

So  smell  those  bracelets,  and  those  bands 

Of  amber  chaf 'd  between  the  hands ; 

When  thus  enkindled,  they  transpire 

A  noble  perfume  from  the  fire. 

The  wine  of  cherries,  and  to  these 

The  cooling  breath  of  raspberries; 

The  smell  of  morning's  milk  and  cream, 

Butter  of  cowslips  mixed  with  them ; 

Of  roasted  warden,  or  bak'd  pear, 

These  are  not  to  be  reckoned  here ; 

When  as  the  meanest  part  of  her 

Smells  like  the  maiden-pomander. 

Thus  sweet  she  smells,  or  what  can  be 

More  lik'd  by  her,  or  lov'd  by  me. 
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CLXV. 
UPON  LOVE. 

Love,  I  have  broke 

Thy  yoke ; 
The  neck  is  free : 
But  when  I'm  next 

Love  vex'd, 
Then  shackle  me. 

'Tis  better  yet 

To  fret 
The  feet  or  hands ; 
Than  to  enthral, 

Or  ga]l 
The  neck  with  bands, 

CLXVl. 
THE  BRACELET  TO  JULIA. 

"Why  I  tie  about  thy  wrist, 
Julia,  this  my  silken  twist ; 
For  what  other  reason  is 't, 
But  to  show  thee  how  in  part 
Thou  my  pretty  captive  art  ? 
But  thy  bond-slave  is  my  heart; 
'Tis  but  silk  that  bindeth  thee, 
Knap  the  thread,  and  thou  art  free ; 
But  'tis  otherwise  with  me ; 
I  am  bound,  and  fast  bound  so. 
That  from  thee  I  cannot  go ; 
If  I  could,  I  would  not  so. 


( 


! 
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CLXVII. 
THE   ADMONITION. 

Seest  thou  those  dittaionds  wlucfa  she  we 

In  that  rich  carcanet, 
Or  those  on  h^r  disheveird  hairs. 

Fair  pearls  in  order  set  ? 
Believe,  young  man,  all  those  were  tears 

By  wretched  wooers  sent, 
In  mournful  hyacinths  and  rue, 

That  figure  discontent ; 
Which,  when  not  warmed  by  her  view, 

By  cold  neglect  each  one 
Congeal'd  to  pearl  and  stone ; 

Which  precious  spoils  upon  her. 

She  wears  as'tropliies  of  her  hone 
Ah,  then  consider  what  all  this  implies ; 
She  tkat  will  wear  thy  tears  wou'd  wear  th 

0 

CLXVIII. 
UPON  THE  NIPPLES  OF  JULIA's  BRBAS 

Have  ye  beheld,  with  much  delight, 
A  red  rose  peeping  through  a  white  ? 
Or  else  a  cherry,  double  grac'd, 
Within  a  lily,  centre  placed  ? 
Or  ever  mark'd  the  pretty  beam, 
A  strawberry  shews  half  drown'd  in  creai 
Or  seen  rich  rubies  blushing  through 
A  pure  smooth  pearl,  and  orient  too  ? 
So  like  to  this,  nay  all  the  rest, 
Is  each  neat  Niplet  of  her  breast 


And  dafk,  let  ni  mfett 
IiBog  dnm  w'sve  here  been  ■  tofidgi 

And  oerer,  uyet. 

That  nana  oonld  get, 
Wbernn  fare  had  an  eqjojriog. 

For  pitjr  or  ihame. 

Then  let  not  Love's  flame 
Be  ever  and  evei  a  ipending  t 

Since  now  to  the  port 

The  path  ii  bnt  ahoit, 
And  yet  our  way  hai  no  ending. 

Time  fiiea  away  fast, 

Oui  houn  do  waste  i 
The  while  we  never  remetaber. 

How  MOD  our  lUe  hem, 

Growl  old  with  the  ;eai. 
That  din  with  the  next  December. 


Thii  day,  my  Julia,  thou  muit  make 
For  HietreM  Bride  the  wedding-cake ; 
Knead  bat  the  doogfa,  and  i(  will  be 
To  paate  of  almonda  tnrn'd  by  thee; 
Or  kin  it  flion  bnt  once  or  twice, 
Ai>df<Mr  the biide-cdce  there'll  be  e^ce. 
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CLXXII. 
LOVE  LIGHTLY  PLEASED. 

Let  fair  or  foul  my  mistress  be. 
Or  low,  or  tall,  she  pleaseth  me ; 
Or  let  her  walk,  or  stand,  or  sit. 
The  posture  ber's,  I'm  pleas'd  with  it; 
Or  let  her  tongue  be  still,  or  stir, 
Graceful  is  ev'ry  thing  from  her  | 
Or  let  her  grant,  or  ebe  deny, 
My  love  will  fit  each  history. 

CLXXIII. 
HOW  SPRINGS  CAME  FIRST. 

These  springs  were  maidens  once  that  lov'd, 
But  lost  to  that  they  most  approved  t 
My  story  tells,  by  Love  they  were 
Tum'd  to  these  springs  which  we  see  here : 
The  pretty  whimpering  that  they  make. 
When  of  the  banks  their  leave  they  take. 
Tells  ye  but  this,  they  are  the  same. 
In  nothing  chang'd  but  in  their  name. 


CLXXIV. 
UPON   JULIA. 

How  can  I  choose  but  love,  and  follow  her 
Whose  shadow  smells  like  milder  pomander  ? 
How  can  I  choose  but  kiss  her,  whence  does 
The  storax,  spikenard,  myrrh,  and  laudanum 
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CLXXV. 
NO  LUCK  I^  LOVE. 

I  do  love,  I  know  not  what, 
Sometimes  this  and  sometimes  that; 
All  conditions  I  aim  at. 

But,  as  luckless,  I  have  yet 
Many  shrewd  disasters  met, 
To  gain  her  whom  I  would  get. 

Therefore,  now  I'll  love  no  more, 
As  I've  doated  heretofore  ; 
He  who  must  be,  shall  be  poor. 

CLXXVI. 
THb  WILLOW  OAHLAND. 

A  willow  garland  thou  didst  send 

Perftim'd,  last  day,  to  me ; 
Which  did  but  only  this  portend, 

I  was  forsook  by  thee. 

Since  so  it  is ;  I'll  tell  thee  what, 

To-morrow  thou  shalt  see 
Me  wear  the  willow  ;  after  that. 

To  die  upon  the  tree. 

As  beasts  upon  the  altars  go 

With  garlands  dress'd,  so  I 
Will,  with  my  Willow- wreath  also, 

Come  forth  and  sweetly  die. 
f2 
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A^hen  thou  dost  play  and  sweetly  sing, 
lyhether  it  be  the  voice  or  string, 

Or  both  of  them  that  do  agree 

Thus  to  entrance  and  ravish  me ; 

This,  this  I  know,  I'm  oft  struck  mute, 

And  die  away  upon  thy  lute. 

CLXXVIII. 
I    CALL    AND   I   CALL. 

I  call,  I  call :  who  do  ye  call  ? 

The  maids  to  catch  this  cowslip  ball ; 

But  since  these  cowslips  fading  be, 

Troth,  leave  the  flowers  and  maids  take  me. 

Yet,  if  that  neither  you  will  do. 

Speak  but  the  word,  and  I'll  take  you. 

CLXXIX. 
A    SONG. 

Burn  or  drown  me,  choose  ye  whether, 
*5a  T  may  but  die  together ; 


f 


-efs  call  for  HymcD,  if  agreed  thau  ait, 
lelsjB  in  love  but  cruuify  the  beacc: 
•offe'B  thorny  tapera  yet  neglected  lie  ; 
peak  thou  the  word,  they'll  kindle  by  aad  by. 

kjid  Genius  woits  to  have  us  both  to  bed  j 

tehold,  far  us  the  naked  Graces  slay, 

Vith  maunds  of  roses  for  to  strew  Ihe  way; 

(esides,  the  most  religious  prophet  stands 

leady  to  joiti,  as  well  our  hearts  as  hands  ; 

ana  yet  amilcs ;  but  if  slia  cLance  to  chide, 

11  luck  'twill  bode  to  Ih'  bridegroom  and  the  b  il>: 

Tell  me.  Anthea,  dost  thou  fondly  dread 

fhe  loss  of  that  we  fondly  call  a  maidenhead  ! 

:ome,  I'll  instruct  tbee.     Etiow,  the  lestal  Gre 

[b  not  by  inorriag*  quench'd,  but  flataes  the  bighei 


I  lately  fried,  but  now  behold 

I  freeze  as  fast,  and  shake  for  cold ; 

And,  in  good  faith,  I'd  thought  it  strange 

T'ave  found  in  ine  this  sudden  change, 

But  ihat  I  understood  by  dreams, 

These  only  were  but  love 

Who  fires  with  hope  the  1 


a  with  cold  the  f 


It  Crual  me  now,  I  dare  not  etj 
What  I  by  chance  did  ace : 

It  Buch  the  drsji'iy  did  bccroy. 
Thai  lullyi-avisli'dme. 


niiile  Ihey  lived  or  lasled  here : 
Tum'd  to  finnent,  ECilJ  tb^y  be 
YcIIda,  mark'd  for  jeDlouiy. 


ButOiis,  that  1  might  shift 

Still  with  my  clothes  my  love 
That  favour  granted  was ; 

«hich,  though  1  love  many. 
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CLXXXV. 
UPON  HIMSELF. 

1  could  never  love  indeed, 
Never  see  mine  own  heart  bleed ; 
Never  crucify  ray  life, 
Or  for  widow,  maid,  or  wife. 

I  could  never  seek  to  please 
One  or  many  mistresses  ; 
Never  like  their  lips,  to  swear 
Oil  of  roses  still  smelt  there. 

I  could  never  break  my  sleep, 
Fold  mine  arms,  sob,  sigh,  or  weep ; 
Never  beg  or  humbly  woo 
With  oaths  and  lies,  as  others  do. 

I  could  never  walk  alone, 
Put  a  shirt  of  sackcloth  on  ; 
Never  keep  a  fast,  or  pray 
For  good  luck  in  love  that  day. 

But  have  hitherto  liv'd  free, 
As  the  air  that  circles  me ; 
And  kept  credit  with  my  heart, 
Neither  broke  i'  th'  whole  or  part 

CLXXXVI. 
ART  ABOVE  NATURE.      TO  JULIA. 

When  I  behold  a  forest  spread 
With  silken  trees  upon  thy  head ; 
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And  when  I  see  that  other  dress 
Of  flowers  set  in  comeliness ; 
When  I  behold  anothfr  grace 
In  the  ascent  of  curious  lace, 
Which,  like  a  pinnacle,  doth  show 
The  top,  and  the  top-gallant  too ; 
Then,  when  I  see  thy  tresses  bound 
Into  an  oval,  square,  or  round ; 
And  knit  in  knots  far  more  than  I 
Can  tell  by  tongue,  or  true  love  tie ; 
Next,  when  those  lawny  films  I  see 
Play  with  a  wild  civility ; 
And  all  those  airy  silks  to  flow, 
Alluring  me,  and  tempting  «o 
I  must  confess,  mine  eye  and  heart 
Doats  less  on  nature  than  on  art 

CLXXXVII. 
UPON    IRENE. 

Angry  if  Irene  be 
But  a  minute's  life  with  me ; 
Such  a  fire  I  espy 
Walking  in  and  out  her  eye, 
As  at  once  I  freeze  and  fiy. 

CLXXXVIII. 
TO  HIS  VALENTINE,  ON  ST.  VALENTINE* 

3ft  have  I  heard  both  youths  and  virgin? 
3ird8  choose  their  mates,  and  couple  too 
But  by  their  flight  I  never  can  divine 
^hen  I  shall  couple  with  my  Valentine 
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CLXXXIX. 
THE  DELATING  BRIDB. 

Why  80  slowly  do  you  move 
To  the  centre  of  your  love  ? 
On  your  niceness  though  we  wait, 
Yet  the  hours  say  'tis  late ; 
Coyness  takes  us  to  a  measure,  • 
Let  o'er  acted  deads  the  pleasure. 
Go  to  hed,  and  care  not  when 
Cheerful  day  shall  spring  again. 
One  brave  captain  did  command, 
By  his  word,  the  sun  to  stand ; 
One  short  charm  if  you  but  say, 
Will  enforce  the  moon  to  stay. 
Till  you  warn  her  hence,  away. 
To  have  your  blushes  seen  by  day. 


cxc. 

A     CONJURATION. 
TO  ELECTKA. 

By  those  soft  tods  of  wool, 
With  which  the  air  is  full  • 
By  all  those  tinctures  theu.'. 
That  paint  the  hemisphere ; 
By  dews  and  drizzling  rain, 
That  swell  the  golden  grain ; 
By  all  those  sweets  that  be 
I'  the  flowery  nunnery ; 

f3 


By  all  aspects  tnai:  uiesa 

The  sober  sorceress, 

While  juice  she  strains,  and  p4i 

To  make  her  filters  with  ; 

By  Time,  that  hastens  on 

lyings  to  perfection ; 

And  by  your  self,  the  best 

Conjurement  of  the  rest ; 

O,  my  Electra  I  be 

In  love  with  none  but  me. 


cxci. 

THE  BRACELET    OF  PEARL. 

to'  4ltia. 

I  brake  thy  bracelet  'gainst  my  wi 
And,  wretched,  I  did  see 

Thee  discomposed  then,  and  still 
Art  discontent  wicn  me. 

One  gem  was  lost,  and  I  will  get 
A  richer  pearl  for  thee. 
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CXCII. 
TO    ELECTRA. 

*Tis  evening,  my  sweet, 

And  dark,  let  us  meet ; 
Long  time  w*ave  here  been  a  toying  i 

And  never,  as  yet. 

That  season  could  get, 
Wherein  t'ave  had  an  enjoying. 

For  pity  or  shame. 

Then  let  not  Love's  flame 
Be  ever  and  ever  a  spending ; 

Since  now  to  the  port 

The  path  is  but  short, 
And  yet  our  way  has  no  ending. 

Time  flies  away  fast, 

Our  hours  do  waste ; 
The  while  we  never  remember. 

How  soon  our  life  here, 

Grows  old  with  the  year, 
That  dies  with  the  next  December. 

CXCIII. 

THE  BRIDE  CAKE. 

This  day,  my  Julia,  thou  must  make 
For  Mistress  Bride  the  wedding-cake ; 
Knead  but  the  dough,  and  it  will  be 
To  paste  of  almonds  turn'd  by  thee  ; 
Or  kiss  it  thou  but  once  or  twice. 
And  for  the  bride-cake  there  *11  be  spice. 
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CXCIV. 
BOW  HIS  SOUL  CAME  ENSNARED. 

My  soul  would  one  day  go  and  seek 

For  roses,  and  in  Julia's  cheek 

A  richness  of  those  sweets  she  found, 

As  in  another  Rosamond ; 

But  gathering  roses  as  she  was, 

Not  knowing  what  would  come  to  past, 

It  chanc'd  a  ringlet  of  her  hair 

Caught  my  poor  soul,  as  in  a  snare ; 

Which  ever  since  has  been  in  thrall. 

Yet  freedom  she  enjoys  withaL 


cxcv. 

TO    VIRGINS. 

Hear,  ye  Virgins,  and  I'll  teach 
What  the  times  of  old  did  preach. 
Rosamond  was  in  a  bower 
Kept  as  Danse  in  a  tower ; 
But  yet  love  who  subtle  is, 
Crept  to  that,  and  came  to  this. 
Be  ye  lock'd  up  like  to  these. 
Or  the  rich  Hesperides : 
Or  those  babies  in  your  eyes, 
In  their  crystal  nunneries ; 
Notwithstanding,  love  will  win, 
Or  else  force  a  passage  in ; 
And  as  coy  be  as  you  can. 
Gifts  will  get  ye,  or  the  man. 
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CLXXV. 
NO  LUCK  I^  LOVE. 

I  do  love,  I  know  not  what, 
Sometimes  this  and  sometimes  that; 
All  conditions  I  aim  at. 

But,  as  luckless,  I  have  yet 
Many  shrewd  disasters  met, 
To  gain  her  whom  I  would  get. 

Therefore,  now  I'll  love  no  more, 
As  I've  doated  heretofore  ; 
He  who  must  be,  shall  be  poor. 

CLXXVI. 
TH^  WILLOW  OAKLAND. 

A  willow  garland  thou  didst  send 

Perfum'd,  last  day,  to  me ; 
Which  did  but  only  this  portend, 

I  was  forsook  by  thee. 

Since  so  it  is ;  I'll  tell  thee  what, 

To-morrow  thou  shalt  see 
Me  wear  the  willow  ;  after  that, 

To  die  upon  the  tree. 

As  beasts  upon  the  altars  go 

With  garlands  dress'd,  so  I 
Will,  with  my  Willow- wreath  also, 

Come  forth  and  sweetly  die. 
p2 
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I,  smiling)  ask'd  them  what  they  did. 

Fair  destinies  all  three  ? 
Who  told  me  they  had  drawn  a  thread 

Of  life,  and  't  was  for  me. 

They  show'd  me  then  how  fine  'twas  spun. 

And  I  repli'd  thereto ; 
I  care  not  now  how  soon  'tis  done, 

Or  cut,  if  cut  by  you. 

cxcix. 

THE  RAINBOW  ,'    OR  CURIOUS  COVENANT. 

Mine  eyes,  like  clouds,  were  drizzling;  rain ; 

And,  as  they  thus  did  entertain 

The  gentle  beams  from  Julia's  sight 

To  mine  eyes  levell'd  opposite, 

O  thing  admir'd !  there  did  appear 

A  curious  rainbow  smiling  there ; 

Which  was  the  covenant  that  she 

No  m*re  would  drown  mine  eyes,  or  me. 

cc. 
UPON  Julia's  clothes. 

When  as  in  silks  my  Julia  goes, 

Then,  then,  methinks,  how  sweetly  flows 

That  liquefaction  of  her  clothes. 

Next,  when  I  cast  my  eyes,  and  see 
That  brave  vibration  each  way  free; 
O  how  that  glittering  taketh  me  ! 


Thou  gav'el  me  leave  to  kiss, 
Than  gav'st  me  leave  to  woo  ; 
Thou  mad'st  me  think  by  this, 
And  thai,  thou  lov'dsc  mc  too. 
But  I  shall  ne'er  forget, 
Hon  for  to  make  thee  meirj, 
Thou  mad'Bt  me  chop,  but  yet 
Another  anap'tl  ihe  cherry. 


Love  hrougbC  me  lo  a  si 
And  shenr'd  me  there 

Where  some  had  hang'c 
And  gave  a  twist  to  ii 


By  dainty  things  undo  me. 
He  bade  me  then  that  necklace  use. 

And  lold  me  loo,  he  maketh 
A  giorioug  end  by  such  a  noose. 

Uis  death  for  love  that  taketli. 
'Twas  but  a  dream  ;  but  had  I  been 

There  really  alone, 
My  degp'rate  fears,  in  love,  had  seen 
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CCT. 

UFON  MISTRESS  SUSANNA  SOUTHWELL, 

HXK     CHXXXS. 

Rare  are  thy  cheeks,  Susanna,  which  do  show 
Ripe  cherries  smiling,  while  that  others  hlow. 

ccvi. 

UPON   HER  EYES. 

Clear  are  her  eyes, 

Like  purest  skies ; 
Discovering  from  thence 

A  baby  there 

That  turns  each  sphere, 
Like  an  intelligence. 

ccvii. 

UPON  HER  FEET. 

Her  pretty  feet 
Like  snails  did  creep 
A  little  out,  and  then, 
As  if  they  played  at  bo-peep, 
Did  soon  draw  in  again. 

ccyiiL 

UPON  HIMSELF. 

Love  he  that  will ;  it  best  likes  me 
To  have  my  neck  from  love's  yoke  free. 


THB  HEAD  » 

But  less  that  p«'^ 

How  18  «0^  • 

one  «S8  from**" 
Witt  council  M, 
AndpM««- 

ccx. 

prowning.  <^°      j^^i^'s  e) 
Coming  fr«>«\'"fi„  out  sn. 

Tohavefrien^^^^^tte 
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CLXXXIX. 
THE  DELATING  BRIDB. 

Why  80  slowly  do  you  move 
To  the  centre  of  your  love  ? 
On  your  niceness  though  we  wait, 
Yet  the  hours  say  'tis  late ; 
Coyness  takes  us  to  a  measure,  • 
Let  o'er  acted  deads  the  pleasure. 
Go  to  bed,  and  care  not  when 
Cheerful  day  shall  spring  again. 
One  brave  captain  did  command, 
By  his  word,  the  sun  to  stand ; 
One  short  charm  if  you  but  say. 
Will  enforce  the  moon  to  stay. 
Till  you  warn  her  hence,  away. 
To  have  your  blushes  seen  by  day. 


cxc. 

A     CONJURATION. 
TO  ELSCTKA. 

By  those  soft  tods  of  wool, 
With  which  the  air  is  fiill  • 
By  all  those  tinctures  theiv,*. 
That  paint  the  hemisphere ; 
By  dews  and  drizzling  rain. 
That  swell  the  golden  grain ; 
By  all  those  sweets  that  be 
I*  the  flowery  nunnery  ; 

fS 
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By  silent  nights,  and  the 

Three  forms  of  Hecate ; 

By  all  aspects  that  hiess 

The  soher  sorceress, 

While  juice  she  strains,  and  p.iA 

To  make  her  filters  with ; 

By  Time,  that  hastens  on 

Things  to  perfection ; 

And  hy  your  self,  the  best 

Conjurement  of  the  rest : 

O,  my  Electra  I  be 

In  love  with  none  but  me. 


cxci. 

THE  BRACELET    OF  PEARL. 

I  brake  thy  bracelet  'gainst  my  wiil : 
And,  wretched,  I  did  see 

Thee  discomposed  then,  and  still 
Art  discontent  witn  me. 

One  gem  was  lost,  and  I  will  get 

A  richer  pearl  for  thee. 
Than  ever,  dearest  Silvia,  yet 

Was  drunk  to  Antony. 

Or,  for  revenge,  I'll  tell  thee  what 
Thou  for  the  breach  shalt  do ; 

First  crack  the  strings,  and  after  thai, 
Cleave  thou  my  heart  in  two. 
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CCXIII. 
THE  SCAR-FIRE. 

Water,  water,  I  desire, 
Here's  a  house  of  flesh  on  fire ; 
Ope*  the  fountains  and  the  springs, 
And  come  all  to  hucketings : 
What  ye  cannot  quench,  pull  down. 
Spoil  a  house  to  save  a  town. 
Better  'tis  that  one  should  fall, 
Than  hy  one  to  hazard  all. 


ccxiv. 

ON    HIMSELF. 

Young  I  was,  but  now  am  old, 
But  I  am  not  yet  grown  cold  ; 
I  can  play,  and  T  can  twine 
'Bout  a  virgin  like  a  vine  : 
In  her  lap,  too,  I  can  lie 
Melting,  and  in  fancy  die ; 
And  return  to  life,  if  she 
Claps  my  cheek,  or  kisseth  me  ; 
Thus  and  thus  it  now  appears 
That  our  love  outlasts  our  years. 

ccxv. 

LqVE  IS  A  LEAVEN. 

Love  is  a  leaven,  and  a  loving  kiss 
The  leaven  of  a  loving  sweetheart  is. 


BOW  HIS  SOXJL.  CAMA^  » 

My  soul  would  one  day  go  and  seek 

For  roses,  and  in  Julia's  cheek 

A  richness  of  those  sweets  she  found, 

As  in  another  Rosamond  ; 

But  gathering  roses  as  she  was. 

Not  knowing  what  would  come  to  pass, 

It  chanc'd  a  ringlet  of  her  hair 

Caught  my  poor  soul,  as  in  a  snare ; 

Which  ever  since  has  heen  in  thrall. 

Yet  freedom  she  enjoys  withaL 


cxcv. 

TO    VIRGINS. 

Hear,  ye  Virgins,  and  I'll  teach 
What  the  times  of  old  did  preach. 
Rosamond  was  in  a  hower 
Kept  as  Dans  in  a  tower ; 
But  yet  love  who  suhtle  is, 
Crept  to  that,  and  came  to  this. 
«o  VA  Inck'd  up  like  to  these, 
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CXCVI. 
UPON  LOVE. 

I  play'd  with  love  as  with  the  fire 

The  wanton  satyr  did; 
Nor  did  I  know,  or  could  descry 

What  under  there  was  hid. 

.That  satyr  he  hut  burnt  his  lips ; 

But  mine's  the  greater  smart, 
For  kissing  love's  dissembling  chips, 

The  fire  scorch'd  my  heart 

CXCVI  I. 

TO    ELECTRA. 
LOVE   LOOKS  FOB  LOVB. 

Love,  love  begets ;  then  never  be 
Unsoft  to  him  who's  smooth  to  thee  : 
Tigers  and  bears,  I've  heard  some  say, 
For  proffer' d  love,  will  love  repay ; 
None  are  so  harsh,  but  if  they  find 
Softness  in  others  will  be  kind : 
Affection  will  affection  move, 
Then  you  must  like,  because  I  love. 

CXCVIII. 

THE    PARCiS  ;    OR,  THREE  DAINTY  DESTINIES. 
THE  ARMELET. 

Three  lovely  sisters  working  were. 

As  they  were  closely  set. 
Of  soft  and  dainty  maiden-hair, 

A  curious  Armelet 
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I,  smiling,  ask'd  them  what  they  did, 

Fair  destinies  all  three  ? 
Who  told  me  they  had  drawn  a  thread 

Of  life,  and  't  was  for  me. 

They  show'd  me  then  how  fine  'twas  spun. 

And  I  repli'd  thereto ; 
I  care  not  now  how  soon  'tis  done, 

Or  cut,  if  cut  by  you. 

cxcix. 

THE  RAINBOW  ;    OR  CURIOUS  COVENANT. 

Mine  eyes,  like  clouds,  were  drizzling  rain ; 

And,  as  they  thus  did  entertain 

The  gentle  beams  from  Julia's  sight 

To  mine  eyes  levell'd  opposite, 

O  thing  admir'd !  there  did  appear 

A  curious  rainbow  smiling  there ; 

Which  was  the  covenant  that  she 

No  m«re  would  drown  mine  eyes,  or  me. 

cc. 

UPON  JULIA'S  CLOTHES. 

When  as  in  silks  my  Julia  goes, 

Then,  then,  methinks,  how  sweetly  flows 

That  liquefaction  of  her  clothes. 

Next,  when  I  cast  my  eyes,  and  see 
That  brave  vibration  each  way  free; 
O  how  that  glittering  takcth  me  ! 
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CCI. 
CHOP-CHERRY. 

Thoa  gay's!  me  leave  to  kiss, 
Thou  gav'st  me  leave  to  woo ; 
Thou  mad' St  me  think  by  this, 
And  that,  thou  lov'dst  me  too. 
But  I  shall  ne'er  forget, 
How  for  to  make  thee  merry. 
Thou  mad'st  me  chop,  but  yet 
Another  snap'd  the  cherry. 

ecu. 

UPON     LOVE. 

Love  brought  me  to  a  silent  grove. 

And  shew'd  me  there  a  tree. 
Where  some  had  hang'd  themselves  for  love, 

And  gave  a  twist  to  me. 

The  halter  was  of  silk  and  gold, 

That  he  reach'd  forth  unto  me ; 
No  otherwise  than  if  he  would. 

By  dainty  things  undo  me. 

He  bade  me  then  that  necklace  use. 

And  told  me  too,  he  maketh 
A  glorious  end  by  such  a  noose, 

His  death  for  love  that  takeih. 

'Twas  but  a  dream ;  but  had  I  been 

There  really  alone. 
My  desp'rate  fears,  in  love,  had  seen 

Mine  execution. 


I 


Thou,  thou  ihat  bear'el  the  smif, 
With  whom  ihe  seo-nymplu  plsj, 
And  Venus,  every  way; 
When  I  embrace  thy  knee, 
And  make  eUort  prayers  to  tbee. 


In 


n  prosper 


This  day  I  go  lo  w 

This  work  thon  put'st  me  too. 
Ftdiu  shame  my  face  keep  free, 
From  Bcorn  T  beg  of  ibee, 
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CCY. 

UPON  MISTRESS  SUSANNA  SOUTHWELL, 

HBA     CHBBK8. 

Rare  are  thy  cheeks,  Susanna,  which  do  show 
Ripe  cherries  smiling,  while  that  others  blow. 

ccvi. 

UPON   HER  EYES. 

Clear  are  her  eyes. 

Like  purest  skies ; 
Discovering  from  thence 

A  baby  there 

That  turns  each  sphere, 
Like  an  intelligence. 

CCVII. 
UPON  HER  FEET. 

Her  pretty  feet 

Like  snails  did  creep 
A  little  out,  and  then, 
As  if  they  played  at  bo-peep. 
Did  soon  draw  in  again. 

CCVIIL 
UPON  HIMSELF. 

Love  he  that  will ;  it  best  likes  me 
To  have  my  neck  from  love's  yoke  free. 


my  neaa  aoui  ncuvf 
O  Sappho  1  take 

Thyfillit, 
And  bind  the  pain; 
Or  bring  some  bane 

To  kill  it. 

But  less  that  part, 
Than  my  poor  heart, 

Now  is  sick : 
One  kiss  from  thee 
Will  council  be, 

And  physic. 

cox. 

THE      DELUGE. 

Drowning,  drowning  I  espy, 
Coming  from  my  Julia's  eye  ; 
*Tis  some  solace  in  ouy  smart, 
To  have  friends  to  bear  a  part 
I  have  none,  but  must  be  sure 
The  inundation  to  endure. 
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CCXI. 
18  PARTING  FROM   MRS.  DOROTHY  KEN  EDA  Y. 

I  did  go  from  thee,  I  felt  that  smart 
1  bodies  do,  when  souls  from  them  depart, 
did'st  not  mind  it,  though  thou  then  mights't  see 
rn'd  to  tears,  yet  did'st  not  weep  for  me. 
rue  I  kiss'd  thee,  but  I  could  not  hear 
spend  a  sigh,  to  accompany  my  tear. 
»ught  't  was  strange,  that  thou  so  hard  should'st 

prove, 

i  heart,  whose  hand,  whose  every  part  spake  love, 
!e  (lest  maids  should  censure  thee)  but  say 
shedd*st  one  tear  when  as  I  went  away ; 
hat  will  please  me  somewhat;  though  I  know, 
Dve  will  swear't,  my  dearest  did  not  so. 


CCXII. 
THE  TEAR  SENT  TO  HER  FROM  STAINER. 

Glide,  gentle  streams,  and  bear 
Along  with  you  my  tear 

To  that  coy  girl. 

Who  smiles,  yet  slays 

Me  with  delays. 
And  strings  ray  tears  as  pearL 

See,  ^ee,  she's  yonder  set 
Making  a  carcanet 

Of  maiden-flowersi 


i 


An, 

ipea. 

iaDt pearl  ofouri 

Thi 

jnsay 

I-ve  sedt  one  mora 

Gem  to  enrich  her  store  ; 

And 

that  is  oil 

Whi 

ch  I  can  Bend, 

Orv 

aitily  spend, 

Foi 

■tears 

ao  more  wiU  faTL 

No 

r»il] 

1  seek  supply 

Of 

the  spring's  once  dj7( 

Bui 

III  devise, 

Am. 

>UK  (he  res.. 

A  way  that's  hest. 

Ho 
Ye 

W   I  HI 

tsay. 

"■y  sa^e  """^  '■yes- 
should  she  condemn 
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CCXIII. 
THE  SCAR-FIRE. 

Water,  water,  I  desire, 
Here's  a  house  of  flesh  on  fire ; 
Ope*  the  fountains  and  the  springs, 
And  come  all  to  bucketings : 
What  ye  cannot  quench,  pull  down. 
Spoil  a  house  to  save  a  town. 
Better  'tis  that  one  should  fall, 
Than  by  one  to  hazard  all. 


ccxiv. 

ON    HIMSELF. 

Young  I  was,  but  now  am  old, 
But  I  am  not  yet  grown  cold  ; 
I  can  play,  and  T  can  twine 
'Bout  a  virgin  like  a  vine  : 
In  her  lap,  too,  I  can  lie 
Melting,  and  in  fancy  die ; 
And  return  to  life,  if  she 
Claps  my  cheek,  orkisseth  me  ; 
Thus  and  thus  it  now  appears 
That  our  love  outlasts  our  years. 

ccxv. 

LqVE  IS  A  LEAVEN. 

Love  is  a  leaven,  and  a  loving  kiss 
The  leaven  of  a  loving  sweetheart  is. 


i 


How  luu  M.  A»«>w..  ~.j 

The  painter's  art  in  thy  sciography  f 
If  80,  how  much  more  shall  I  dote  there 
When  once  he  gives  it  incarnation  t 


CCZVII. 
HER     BED. 


Seest  thou  that  cloud  as  silver  clear, 
Plump,  soft,  and  swelling  every  where ! 
'T  is  Julia's  bed,  and  she  sleeps  there. 

CCXVIII. 
THE   BONDMAN, 

Bind  me  but  to  thee  with  thine  hair, 

And  quickly  I  shall  be 
Made,  by  that  fetter  or  that  snare, 

A  bondman  unto  thee. 

Or  if  thou  tak'st  that  bond  away. 
Then  bore  me  through  the  ear, 

And,  by  the  ]aw,  I  ought  to  stay 
For  ever  with  thee  here. 


AMATORY  ODES.  185 

CCXX. 
UPON   HIMSELF. 

I  am  sieve-like,  and  can  hold 
Nothing  hot,  or  nothing  cold ; 
Put  in  loVe,  and  put  in  too 
Jealousy,  and  both  will  through : 
Put  in  fear,  and  hope,  aiid  doubt, 
What  comes  in  runs  quickly  out ; 
Put  in  secrecies  withal. 
Whatever  enters,  out  it  shalL 
But  if  you  can  stop  the  sieve, 
For  mine  own  part  I'd  as  lieve. 
Maids  should  say,  or  virgins  sing, 
Herrick  keeps  as  holds  nothing. 

ccxxi. 

TO  PERENNA. 

liou  say'st  I'm  dull ;  if  edgeless  so  I  be, 
'U  whet  my  lips,  and  sharpen  love  on  thee. 

CCXXI  I. 
OF     LOVE. 

I  do  not  love,  nor  can  it  be. 
Love  will  in  vain  spend  shafts  on  me ; 
I  did  this  God-head  once  defy ; 
Since  which  I  freeze,  but  cannot  fry. 
Yet  out,  alas !  the  death's  the  same, 
Kill'd  by  a  frost  or  by  a  flame^ 


I 


Ifroiic  vuf^AtAo  w^« 

Overloving,  living  here; 
Being  here  their  ends  denied. 
Ran  for  sweethearts  mad,  add  died. 
Love,  in  pity  of  their  tears, 
And  their  loss  in  blooming  yean, 
For  their  restless  here-spent  houn, 
Gave  them  heart's-ease  tum'd  to  flowi 

ccxxiv. 

LOVE  PALPABLE. 

1  press'd  my  Julia's  lips,  and  in  the  kiss 
Her  soul  and  love  were  palpable  in  this. 

ccxxv. 

THE     BUBBLE. 
▲    SOKO. 

To  my  revenge,  and  to  her  despeiate  fears. 
Fly,  thou  made  bubble  of  my  sighs  and  tea 
In  the  wild  air,  when  thou  hast  rolPd  abou 
And,  like  a  blazing  planet,  found  her  out ; 
K,T  frt  take  her  eye,  thei 
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'  CCXXVI. 
TO  MISTRESS  AMY  POTTER. 

ae !  I  love ;  give  him  your  hand  to  kiss 
both  your  wooer  and  your  poet  is. 
ire  has  pre-compos'd  us  both  to  love ; 
'  part's  to  grant,  my  scene  must  be  to  move. 
',  can  you  like,  and  liking  love  your  poet  ? 
u  say,  I,  blush-guiltiness  will  show  it. 
i  eyes  must  woo  you,  though  I  sigh  the  while, 
!  love  is  tongueless  as  a  crocodile ; 
you  may  find  in  love  these  differing  parts ; 
ers  have  tongues  of  ice,  but  burning  hearts. 

CCXXVII. 

UPON  Julia's  unlacing  herself. 

.  if  thou  canst,  and  truly,  whence  doth  come 
camphire,  storax,  spikenard,  galbanura; 
se  musks,  these  ambers,  and  those  other  smells, 
2t  as  the  vestry  of  the  oracles. 
;ell  thee;  while  my  Julia  did  unlace 
silken  bodice  but  a  breathing  space, 
passive  air  such  odor  then  assumed, 
yhen  to  Jove  great  Juno  goes  perfumed ; 
)se  pure  immortal  body  doth  transmit 
ent,  that  fills  both  heaven  and  earth  with  it. 

CCXXVIII. 
ON  JULIA'S   LIPS. 

Sweet  are  my  Julia's  lips,  and  clean, 
As  if  o'er  wash'd  in  hippocrene. 

o 


I 
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CCXXIX. 

UPON  HIMSELF. 

I  disliked  but  even  now. 
Now  I  love  I  know  not  how. 
Was  I  idle,  and  that  while 
Was  I  fired  with  a  smile  ? 
I'll  to  work,  or  pray ;  and  then 
I  shall  quite  dislike  again. 

ccxxx. 

TO  SYCAMORES. 

I'm  sick  of  love ;  O  let  roe  lie 
Under  your  shades  to  sleep  or  die ! 
Either  is  welcome ;  so  I  have 
Or  here  my  bed,  or  here  my  grave. 
Why  do  you  sigh,  and  sob,  and  keep 
Time  with  the  tears  that  I  do  weep  7 
Say,  have  ye  sense,  or  do  you  prove 
What  crucifixions  are  in  love  ? 
I  know  ye  do ;  and  that's  the  why 
You  sigh  for  love  as  well  as  I. 


ccxxxi. 

UPON   ELECTRA. 

When  out  of  bed  my  love  doth  spring, 
'Tis  but  as  day  a  kindling ; 
But  when  she's  up  and  fully  dressed, 
*T  is  then  broad  dav  throughout  the  east 
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CCXXXII. 
CLOTHES  DO  BUT   CHEAT  AND  COZ^N    Ull. 

Away  with  silks,  away  with  lawn, 
I'll  have  no  scenes  or  curtains  drawn  ( 
Give  me  my  mistress  as  she  is, 
Dress' d  in  her  nak'd  simplicities. 
For  as  my  heart,  e'en  so  mine  eye 
Is  won  with  flesh,  not  drapery. 

CCXXXIII. 
THE  MAIDEN-BLUSH. 

So  look  the  mornings,  when  the  sun 
Paints  them  with  fresh  vermillion; 
So  cherries  blush,  and  Catherine  pears. 
And  apricots,  in  youthful  years ; 
So  corals  look  more  lovely  red. 
And  rubies  lately  polished ; 
So  purest  diaper  doth  shine, 
Stained  by  the  bleams  of  claret  wine ; 
As  Julia  looks,  when  she  doth  dress 
Her  either  cheek  with  bashfulness. 

ccxxxiv. 

LOVE  KILLED  BT  LACK. 

me  be  warm,  let  me  be  fully  fed ; 
nrious  Love  by  Wealth  is  noiurished. 
me  be  lean,  and  cold,  and  once  grown  poor, 
■11  dislike  what  once  I  iov'd  before. 

02 


w 

EEIDII. 

\             That  love 

ast  long,  let  it  thy  first  care  ha 

To  find  a » 

ik  .ha.  i. 

most  fit  for  ihee. 

Be  she  toa 

wealthy,  or  too  poor,  be  file. 

Love  in  « 

tremeiean 

never  long  endure. 

1 

ccnwvi. 

■        _          .ov. 

UE  LITTL 

E.    LOVE  HE  tOUO. 

^          You  my  W 

lae-warda 

Prsy  love 

ae  little,  so  you  love  me  long.             1 

Sloolf  goes  far  i  ihe 

mean  is  beat:  Desire 

Grown  viuleni,  does  e 

therdieortira. 

1    ...... 

...;= m 

^M       Why  dost  thou  wound  and  bnok  my  lieBl^^l 

il^        As  ifwe  should  fore 

erpartt                   <H 

HisE  thou 

not  heard 

n  oa.h  frotn  m*.       H 

After  a  da 

,  or  iwo,  o 

r  three.                      ■ 

I  would  CO 

me  hack  B 

nd  live  with  thee  t  -^M 

Take,  if  <h 

on  ilobl  disirust  that  vow,            ^^H 

Upon  thy 

!  protests 
heek  that 

sptrngl-dteu.            ^1 

Which  .its 

as  dew  of 

roses  d>er«:                W 

That  tear 

hall  scare 

be  dried  before         ^ 

rll  kits  the  threshold  of  thy  door: 

Then  weep  not,  twee 

t,  but  thus  much  JiOP*. 

1             Vab^nwa'ihobfalga. 
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CCXXXVIII. 
A  DEFENCE  OF  WOMEIT. 

Naught  are  all  women ;  J  say  no, 
Since  for  one  bad,  one  good  I  know ; 
For  Clytemnestra  most  unkind. 
Loving  Alcestis  there  we  find ; 
For  one  Medea  that  was  bad, 
A  good  Penelope  was  had ; 
For  wanton  Lais,  then  we  have 
Chaste  Lucrece,  or  a  wife  as  grave : 
And  thus  through  womankind  we  see 
A  good  and  bad.    Sirs,  credit  me. 

ccxxxix. 

TO   HIS   OIRLS. 

Wanton  wenches,  do  not  bring 
For  my  hairs,  black  colouring ; 
For  my  locks,  girls,  let  *em  be 
Gray  or  white,  all's  one  to  me. 

CCXL. 

UPON  HIS    KINSWOMAN, 
MISTRESS   BRIDGET    HERRICK. 

Sweet  Bridget  blush'd,  and  therewithal, 
Fresh  blossoms  from  her  cheeks  did  falL 
I  thought  at  first 't  was  but  a  dream. 
Till  after  I  had  handled  them. 
And  smelt  them ;  then  they  smelt  to  me 
As  blossoms  of  the  almond  tree. 
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CCXLI. 
A  VOW  TO  VENUS. 

Happily  I  had  a  sight 
Of  my  dearest  dear  last  night ; 
Make  her  Ihis  day  smile  on  me^ 
And  I'll  roses  g^ive  to  thee. 

CCXLII. 
NOR  BUYING  OR  SELLINO. 

Now,  if  you  love  me,  tell  me, 
For  as  I  will  not  sell  ye, 
So  not  one  cross  to  buy  thee 
I'U  grive,  if  thou  deny  me. 

CCXLIII. 
ON     HIMSELF. 

Let  me  not  live  if  I  not  love ; 
Since  I  as  yet  did  never  prove 
Where  pleasures  met  at  last  do  find 
All  pleasures  meet  in  womankind. 

CCXLIV. 
TO  ROSES  IN  JULIA'S  BOSOM. 

Roses,  you  can  never  die. 
Since  the  place  wherein  ye  lie. 
Heat  and  moisture  mix'd  are  lo^ 
As  to  make  ye  ever  grow. 
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CCXLT. 
HIS  GTRLS  WHO  WOULD   HAVE  HIM  SPORTFUL. 

Alas !  I  €an*t,  for  tell  me  how 
Can  I  be  gamesome,  aged  now ; 
Besides,  ye  see  me  daily  grow 
Here,  winter-like,  to  frost  and  snow ; 
And  I,  ere  long,  my  girls,  shall  see 
Ye  quake  for  cold  to  look  on  me. 

CCXLVI. 
HIS     COMFORT. 

rhe  only  comfort  of  my  life 
Is,  that  I  never  yet  had  wife ; 
Nor  will  hereafter,  since  I  know 
Who  weds,  o'erbuys  his  weal  with  woe. 

CCXLVII. 
IN  PRAISE  OF  WOMEN. 

Oh,  Jupiter !  should  1  speak  ill 
Of  woman-kind,  first  die  I  will ; 
Since  that  I  know,  'mong  all  the  rest 
Of  creatures,  woman  is  the  best. 

CCXLVIII. 
ANTHEA'S   RETRACTATION. 

Lnthea  laugh' d,  and,  fearing  lest  excess 
light  stretch  the  cords  of  civil  comeliness, 
•he  with  a  dainty  blush  rebuk'd  her  face, 
Lnd  caird  each  line  back  to  his  rule  and  space. 


( 


184  SEflPERIDES. 

CCXVI. 

ON  Julia's  picture. 

How  am  I  ravish' d,  when  I  do  but  see 
The  painter's  art  in  thy  sciography  ? 
If  80,  how  much  more  shall  I  dote  thereon, 
When  once  he  gives  i^  incarnation  ? 

CCXYII. 
HER     BED. 

Seest  thou  that  cloud  as  silver  clear, 
Plump,  soft,  and  swelling  every  where  ? 
'T  is  Julia's  bed,  and  she  sleeps  there. 

CCXVIII, 
THE   BONDMAN. 

Bind  me  but  to  thee  with  thine  hair, 

And  quickly  I  shall  be 
Made,  by  that  fetter  or  that  snare, 

A  bondman  unto  thee. 

Or  if  thou  tak'st  that  bond  away, 
Then  bore  me  through  the  ear, 

And,  by  the  law,  I  ought  to  stay 
For  ever  with  thee  here. 

ccxix. 

UPON    SAPPHO. 

Look  upon  Sappho's  lip,  and  you  will  swear 
There  is  a  love-like  leaven  rising  there. 
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CCLII. 
UPON   LUCIA  DABBLED  IN  THE  DEW. 

My  Lucia  in  the  dew  did  go, 

And  prettily  bedabbled  so, 

Her  clothes  held  up,  she  show'd  withal 

Her  decent  legs,  clean,  long,  and  small. 

I  followed  after,  to  descry 

Part  of  the  nak'd  sincerity ; 

But  still  the  envious  scene  between, 

Denied  ihe  mask  I  would  have  seen. 


CCLIII. 
OF  LOVE. 

*•  Instruct  me  now  what  love  will  do ; 

*•  'Twin  make  a  tongueless  man  to  woo. 

*•  Inform  me  next  what  love  will  do; 

^  'Twill  strangely  make  a  one  of  two. 

*•  Teach  me  besides  what  love  will  do ; 

2.  'Twill  quickly  mar  and  make  ye  too. 

!•  Tell  me,  now  last,  what  love  will  do ; 

2<  'Twill  hurt  and  heal  a  heart  pierc'd  through. 


CCLIV. 
UPON  A  GENTLEWOMAN  WITH  A   SWEET  VOICE. 

So  long  you  did  not  sing,  or  touch  your  lute, 
Ve  knew  't  was  flesh  and  blood  that  there  sat  mute. 
Bat  when  your  playing  and  your  voice  came  in, 
Twas  no  more  you  then,  but  a  cherubim. 

G3 
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CCLV. 
WHY  FLOWERS  CHANGE  COLOUR. 

These  fresh  beauties  we  can  prove, 
Once  were  vii^ns,  sick  of  love. 
Tum'd  to  flowers,  still  in  some 
Colours  go  and  colours  come. 

CCLVI. 
TO  SILVIA. 

Pardon  my  trespass,  Silvia ;  I  confess 
My  kiss  out- went  the  bounds  of  shamefac'dness; 
None  is  discreet  at  all  times ;  no,  not  Jove 
Himself,  at  one  time,  can  be  wise  and  love. 

CCLVII. 
TO  SAPPHO. 

Thou  say*st  thou  lov'st  me  Sappho ;  I  say  no ; 
But  wotdd  to  love  I  could  believe  'twas  so  I 
Pardon  my  fears,  sweet  Sappho ;  I  desire 
That  thou  be  righteous  found,  and  I  the  liar. 

CCLVIII. 
UPON  SILVIA.      A  MISTRESS. 

When  some  shall  say,  fair  once  my  Silvia  was; 
Thou  wilt  complain,  false  now's  thy  looking-glass; 
Which  renders  that  quite  tarnish'd  which  was  green, 
And  priceless  now,  what  peerless  once  had  been. 
Upon  thy  form  more  wrinkles  yet  will  fall. 
And  coming  down,  shall  make  no  noise  at  aU. 
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CCLIX. 
TO    MTRRHA   HARD-HEARTED. 

Fold  now  thine  arms,  and  hang  the  head, 
Like  to  a  lily  withered  ; 
Next,  look  Uiou  like  a  sickly  moon, 
.Or  like  ..vcasta  in  a  swoon ; 
Then  weep,  and  sigh,  and  softly  go ; 
Like  to  a  widow  drown'd  in  woe. 
Or,  like  a  virgin  full  of  ruth 
For  the  lost  sweetheart  of  her  youth : 
And  all  hecause,  fair  maid,  thou  art 
Insensible  of  all  my  smart, 
And  of  those  evil  days  that  be 
Now  posting  on  to  punish  thee. 
The  gods  are  easy,  and  condemn 
All  such  as  are  not  soft  like  then:. 

CCLX. 
LOVE   WHAT    IT    IS. 

Love  is  a  circle,  that  doth  restless  move 
In  the  same  sweet  eternity  of  love. 

CCLXI. 
TO  MUSIC.      A  SONG. 

[usic,  thou  queen  of  heaven,  care-charmrag  spell, 
That  strik'st  a  stillness  into  hell ; 

hou  that  tam'st  tigers,  and  fierce  storms  that  rise, 
With  thy  soul- melting  lullabies ; 

all  down,  down,  down,  from  those  thy  chiming  spheres, 

o  charm  our  souls,  as  thou  enchant' st  our  ears. 


••«&-«<•      n  t%CdS%      MXEt     XAA 


Go  hence,  and,  with  this  parting 
Which  joins  two  souls,  remembe 
Though  thou  beest  young,  kind, 
And  may'st  draw  thousands  witl 
Yet  let  these  glib  temptations  b( 
Furies  to  others,  friends  to  me. 
Look  upon  all.;  and,  though  on  C 
Thou  sett'st  their  hearts,  let  chac 
Steer  thee  to  me ;  and  think  me 
In  having  all,  that  thou  hast  non 
Nor  so  immured  would  I  have 
Thee  live,  as  dead  and  in  thy  gra 
But  walk  abroad ;  yet  wisely  well 
Stand,  for  my  coming,  sentinel ; 
And  think,  as  thou  dost  walk  the 
Me  or  my  shadow  thou  dost  meet 
I  know  a  thousand  greedy  eyes 
Will  on  thy  features  tyrannise. 
In  my  short  absence  ;  yet  behold 
Them  like  some  picture,  or  some 
Fashion'd  like  thee ;  which  thoug 
And  eyes,  it  neither  sees  or  hpj»ra 
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they  woo  thee,  do  tliou  say, 

t  chaste  queen  of  Ithaca 

her  suitors  :  this  weh  done, 

e  as  oft  as  done  I'm  won. 

lot  urge  thee,  for  I  know, 

ii  thou  art  young,  thou  can'st  say  no, 

>  again ;  and  so  deny 

thy  lust-burning  incubi. 

;m  enstyle  thee,  fairest  fair, 

!arl  of  princes ;  yet  despair 

3  thou  art,  because  thou  must 

3,  love  speaks  it  not,  but  lust. 

lis  their  flattery  does  commend 

hiefly  for  their  pleasure's  end. 

ot  jealous  of  thy  faith, 

.  be ;  for  the  axiom  saith, 

it  doth  suspect,  does  haste 

ie  mind  to  be  unchaste : 

e  thee  to  thyself,  and  keep 

oughts  as  cold  as  is  thy  sleep; 

t  thy  dreams  be  only  fed 

his,  that  I  am  in  thy  bed ; 

lou,  then  turning  in  that  sphere, 

g  shalt  find  me  sleeping  there. 

t  if  boundless  lust  must  scale 

rtress,  and  will  needs  prevail, 

ildly  force  a  passage  in  ; 

consent,  and  'tis  no  sin 
le :  so  Lucrece  fell,  and  the 

Syracusian  Cyane ; 
jullina  fell :  yet  none 
se  had  imputation 


I'bat  makes  the  action  good  o 
And  if  thy  fall  should  this  wa 
Triumph  in  such  a  martyrdon 
I  will  not  overlong  enlarge 
To  thee  this  my  religious  charj 
Take  this  compression ;  so  by 
Means  I  shall  know  what  othei 
Is  mix'd  with  mine ;  and  truly 
Returning,  if 't  be  mine  or  no ; 
Keep  it  'till  then ;  and  now,  m 
For  my  wish'd  safety  pay  thy  v 
And  prayers  to  Venus ;  if  it  pl( 
The  great  blue  ruler  of  the, seas 
Not  many  full-faced  moons  sha 
Lean-horn'd,  before  I  come  aga 
As  one  triumphant ;  when  I  fin 
In  thee  all  faith  of  womankind. 
Nor  would  I  have  thee  think,  th 
Had'st  power  thyself  to  keep  th 
But,  haying  scap'd  temptation's 
Know  virtue  taught  thee,  not  th; 
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CCLXIII. 
▲  SHOKT  HYMK  TO  YSlrVt. 

Goddees,  I  i^o  love  a  girl, 
Ruby-lipp'd,  and  tooth'd  with  pe«i 
If  so  be  I  may  but  prove 
Lucky  in  this  maid  I  love, 
I  will  promise  there  shall  be 
Myrtles  offer'd  up  to  thee. 


/ 


153 


ANACREONTIC 


AMD 


B ACCH  ANALI AN  , 


CCLXIV. 
LTRIC    TO   MIRTH. 

WMle  the  milder  fates  consent, 
Let's  enjoy  our  merriment ; 
Drink  and  dance,  and  pipe  and  play ; 
Kiss  our  dollies  night  and  day  ; 
Crowned  with  clusters  of  the  vine ; 
Let  us  sit  and  quaff  our  wine  ; 
Call  on  Bacchus,  chaunt  his  praise  ; 
Shake  the  Thyrse,  and  hite  the  Bayes 
Rouse  Anacreon  from  the  dead, 
And  return  him  drunk  to  bed ; 
Sing  o'er  Horace ;  for  ere  long 
Death  will  come  and  mar  the  song ; 
Then  shall  Wilson  and  Gotiere 
Never  sing  or  play  more  here. 


"ouian.oo,andwo 
Wpuld  r  „eil  my  wotj 
Would  I  evermore  be 
With  the  end  that  I  p 
Would  I  fruBtrate  or  i 
AllaspectamaleFolenl 
Thwart  all  wizards,  an 
Dead  all  black  conlino 
Place  my  worda,  and! 
In  most  happy  paralle 
All  will  prosper,  if  sob 
1  be  klEB'd  or  bless'd  I 


Here  we  aeeurrfy  Jive ;  ai 


And  rage  in»;pjreB^ 
If  full,  we  charm;  then 
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A  goblet  to  the  brim, 
Of  lync  wine,  both  swelPd  and  crown'd,    . 
Around 
We  quaff  to  him. 

Thus,  thus  we  live ;  and  spend  the  hours 
In  wine  and  flowers ; 
And  make  the  frolic  year, 
The  month,  the  week,  the  instant  day. 
To  stay 
The  longer  here. 

Come  then,  brave  knight,  and  see  the  cell 
Wherein  I  dwell ; 
And  my  enchantments  too. 
Which  love  and  noble  freedom  is, 
And  this 
Shall  fetter  you. 

Take  horse,  and  come;  or  be  so  kind 
To  send  your  mind, 
Though  but  in  numbers  few ; 
And  I  shall  think  I  have  the  heart 
Or  part 
Of  Clipseby  Crew. 

CCLXVII. 
TO  JULIA. 

J  am  zealous ;    prithee  pray 
For  my  welfare,  Julia, 
For  I  think  the  gods  require 
Male  perfumes,  but  female  fire. 


FiU  me  a  migbty  bowl 
Up  to  the  brink, 
That  I  may  drink 

Unto  my  Jonson's  soul. 

Crown  it  again,  again ; 
And  thrice  repeat 
That  happy  heat; 

To  drink  to  thee,  my  »« 

Well  I  can  quaff,  I  see, 
To  the  number  five. 
Or  nine;  but  thrive 
In  frenzy  ne»er  like  thee, 


CCLXIX. 
ODE  FOR  THE   SkUE. 

Ah,  Ben  I 

Say  how  or  when 

Shall  we,  thy  guests. 

Meet  at  those  lyric  feasts, 
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My  Bon ! 
Or  come  again. 
Or  send  to  us, 
Thy  wit's  great  overplus : 
But  teach  us  yet 
Wisely  to  husband  it; 
Lest  we  that  talent  spend; 
And,  having  once  brought  to  an  end 
That  precious  stock,  the  store 
Of  such  a  wit  the  world  should  have  no  more. 

CCLXX. 
TO   SIR  CLIPSEBT   CREW. 

Give  me  wine,  and  give  me  meat, 
To  create  in  me  a  heat ; 
That  my  pulses  high  may  beat. 

Cold  and  hnnger  never  yet 
Could  a  noble  verse  beget ; 
But  your  bowls  with  sack  replete. 

Give  me  these,  my  knight,  and  try 
In  a  minute's  space  how  I 
Can  run  mad,  and  prophesy. 

Then,  if  any  piece  proves  new 
And  rare,  I'll  say,  my  dearest  Crew, 
It  was  full  inspired  by  you. 

CCLXXI. 
^  TO  LIVE  FREELY. 

's  live  in  haste ;  use  pleasures  while  we  may ; 
Id  life  return,  'twould  never  lose  a  day. 


3     VERSE     OR   CHa.v^. 
»VIFE,    WHEN    HE    TRAVELLED. 

,  and,  with  this  parting  kiss 
ins  two  souls,  remember  this : 
thou  beest  young,  kind,  soft,  and  fair, 
y'st  draw  thousands  with  a  hair ; 
these  glib  temptations  be 
to  others,  friends  to  me. 
pon  all.;  and,  though  on  fire 
sett'st  their  hearts,  let  chaste  desire 
thee  to  me  ;  and  think  me  gone, 
ving  all,  that  thou  hast  none. 
>o  immured  would  I  have 
;  live,  as  dead  and  in  thy  grave, 
walk  abroad ;  yet  wisely  well 
id,  for  my  coming,  sentinel ; 
.1  think,  as  thou  dost  walk  the  street^ 
.'  or  my  shadow  thou  dost  meet, 
enow  a  thousand  greedy  eyes 
ill  on  thy  features  tyrannise, 
1  my  short  absence  ;  yet  behold 
'*^f  m  like  some  picture,  or  some  mould 

*i,^p :  which  though  t'  have  ears 
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if  they  woo  thee,  do  thou  say, 

that  chaste  queen  of  Ithaca 

I  to  her  suitors  :  this  weh  done, 

done  as  oft  as  done  I'm  won. 
will  not  urge  thee,  for  I  know, 
rhough  thou  art  young,  thou  can'st  say  no. 
And  no  again ;  and  so  deny 
Those  thy  lust- burning  incubi. 
Let  them  enstyle  thee,  fairest  fair, 
The  pearl  of  princes ;  yet  despair 
That  80  thou  art,  because  thou  must 
Believe,  love  speaks  it  not,  but  lust. 
And  this  their  flattery  does  commend 
Thee  chiefly  for  their  pleasure's  end. 
I  am  not  jealous  of  thy  faith. 
Or  will  be ;  for  the  axiom  saith. 
He  that  doth  suspect,  does  haste 
A  gentle  mind  to  be  unchaste : 
No,  live  thee  to  thyself,  and  keep 
Thy  thoughts  as  cold  as  is  thy  sleep; 
And  let  thy  dreams  be  only  fed 
With  this,  that  I  am  in  thy  bed ; 
And  thou,  then  turning  in  that  sphere, 
Waking  shalt  find  me  sleeping  there. 
But  yet  if  boundless  lust  must  scale 
Thy  fortress,  and  will  needs  prevail, 
And  wildly  force  a  passage  in  ; 
Banish  consent,  and  *tis  no  sin 
Of  thine :  so  Lucrece  fell,  and  the 
Chaste  Syracusian  Cyane ; 
So  Medullina  fell :  yet  none 
Of  these  had  imputacioii 
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For  the  least  trespass,  'cause  the  mind 
Here  was  not  with  the  act  combined : 
The  body  sin's  not ;  *tis  the  will 
That  msdces  the  action  good  or  ill : 
And  if  thy  fall  should  this  way  come, 
Triumph  in  such  a  martyrdom. 
I  will  not  overlong  enlarge 
To  thee  this  my  religious  charge : 
Take  this  compression ;  so  by  this 
Means  I  shall  know  what  other  kiss 
Is  mix'd  with  mine ;  and  truly  know, 
Returning,  if 't  be  mine  or  no ; 
Keep  it  'till  then  ;  and  now,  my  spouse^ 
For  my  wish'd  safety  pay  thy  vows 
And  prayers  to  Venus ;  if  it  please 
The  great  blue  ruler  of  the, seas, 
Not  many  full-faced  moons  shall  wane 
Lean-horn'd,  before  I  come  again 
As  one  triumphant ;  when  I  find 
In  thee  all  faith  of  womankind. 
Nor  would  I  have  thee  think,  that  thou 
Had'st  power  thyself  to  keep  thjs  vowj 
But,  having  scap'd  temptation's  shelf, 
Know  virtue  taught  thee,  not  thyselfl 
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CCLXIII. 
▲  SHO&T  HTicir  TO  Ysirv». 

Goddees,  I  (^o  love  a  girl, 
Ruby-lipp'd,  and  tooth'd  with  peai! 
If  80  be  I  may  but  prove 
Lucky  in  this  maid  I  loTe, 
I  will  promise  there  shall  be 
Myrtles  offer'd  up  to  thee. 
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CCLXIV. 
LTRIC    TO   MIRTH. 

WMle  the  milder  fates  consent, 
Let's  enjoy  our  merriment ; 
Drink  and  dance,  and  pipe  and  play ; 
Kiss  our  dollies  night  and  day  ; 
Crowned  with  clusters  of  the  vine ; 
Let  us  sit  and  quaff  our  wine ; 
Call  on  Bacchus,  chaunt  his  praise  ; 
Shake  the  Thyrse,  and  hite  the  Bayes 
Rouse  Anacreon  from  the  dead, 
And  return  him  drunk  to  bed ; 
Sing  o'er  Horace ;  for  ere  long 
Death  will  come  and  mar  the  song ; 
Then  shall  Wilson  and  Gotiere 
Never  sing  or  play  more  here. 


Would  I  woo,  and  would  i  wm. 
Would  I  well  my  work  begin ; 
Would  I  evermore  becrown'd 
With  the  end  that  J  propound; 
Would  I  frustrate  or  prevent 
All  aspects  malevolent ; 
Thwart  all  wizards,  and  with  these 
Dead  all  black  contingencies ; 
Place  my  words,  and  all  works  else 
In  most  happy  parallels ; 
All  will  prosper,  if  so  be 
I  be  kiss'd  or  bless*d  by  thee. 

CCLXVI. 
ODE  TO   SIR  CLIP8BBT   CREW. 

Here  we  securely  live ;  and  eat 
The  cream  of  meat ; 
And  keep  eternal  fires, 
By  which  we  sit,  and  do  divine, 
As  wine 
And  rage  inspires. 

^'  Aiii.  we  charm ;  then  call  upon 
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A  goblet  to  the  brim, 
Of  lymc  wine,  both  swell'd  and  crown'd,    . 
Around 
We  quaff  to  him. 

Thus,  thus  we  live ;  and  spend  the  hours 
In  wine  and  flowers ; 
And  make  the  frolic  year, 
The  month,  the  week,  the  instant  day, 
To  stay 
The  longer  here. 

Come  then,  brave  knight,  and  see  the  cell 
Wherein  I  dwell ; 
And  my  enchantments  too, 
Which  love  and  noble  freedom  is, 
And  this 
Shall  fetter  you. 

Take  horse,  and  come;  or  be  so  kind 
To  send  your  mind, 
Though  but  in  numbers  few ; 
And  I  shall  think  I  have  the  heart 
Or  part 
Of  Clipseby  Crew. 

CCLXVII. 
TO  JULIA. 

J  am  zealous ;    prithee  pray 
'  For  my  welfare,  Julia, 
For  I  think  the  gods  require 
Male  perfumes,  but  female  fire. 


A     »»*— 


jiU  me  .  ^^f^y^' 
Up  to  Ae  bru*. 

That  I  «=y.^""^ 
Unto  my  Jo»««"'  '*"'• 

^^''Aud  thrice  repeat 
That  happy  !»«•*• 
To  drink  w  tViee.  my  »»• 

^     To  the  number  five, 
Ormne-.butthnve 

0„B  F0»  TBB  »*-«• 

Ah,  Ben  1 
Say  hovf  or  when 

sWiwe-thyj^-t-^ 
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My  Bon ! 
Or  come  again, 
Or  send  to  us, 
Thy  wit's  great  overplus : 
But  teach  us  yet 
Wisely  to  husband  it ; 
Lest  we  that  talent  spend ; 
And,  having  once  brought  to  an  end 
That  precious  stock,  the  store 
!)f  such  a  wit  the  world  should  have  no  more. 

CCLXX. 
TO  SIR  CLIPSEBT   CREW. 

Give  me  wine,  and  give  me  meat. 
To  create  in  me  a  heat ; 
That  my  pulses  high  may  beat. 

Cold  and  hnnger  never  yet 
Could  a  noble  verse  beget ; 
But  your  bowls  with  sack  replete. 

Give  me  these,  my  knight,  and  try 
In  a  minute's  space  how  I 
Can  run  mad,  and  prophesy. 

Then,  if  any  piece  proves  new 
And  rare,  1*11  say,  my  dearest  Crew, 
It  was  full  inspired  by  you. 

CCLXXI. 
^  TO  LIVE  FREELY. 

s  bve  in  haste ;  use  pleasures  while  we  may ; 
Id  life  return,  'twould  never  lose  a  day. 
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CCLXXII. 
TO  PHILLI8,   TO   LOVE  AND   LIVE   WITH   HIM. 

Live,  live  with  me,  and  thou  shalt  see 
The  pleasures  I'll  prepare  for  thee  ; 
What  sweets  the  country  can  afford 
Shall  bless  thy  bed  and  bless  thy  board : 
The  soft  sweet  moss  shall  be  ^y  bed. 
With  crawling  woodbine  overspread ; 
By  which  the  silver-shedding  streams 
Shall  gently  melt  thee  into  dreams : 
Thy  clothing  next  shall  be  a  gown 
Made  of  the  fleece's  purest  down ; 
The  tongues  of  kids  shall  be  thy  meat: 
Their  milk  thy  drink ;  and  thou  shalt  eat 
The  paste  of  filberts  for  thy  bread, 
With  cream  of  cowslips  buttered. 
Thy  feasting  tables  shall  be  hills 
With  daisies  spread  and  daffodils ; 
Where  thou  shalt  sit,  and  red-breast  by, 
For  meat,  shall  give  thee  melody. 
I'll  give  thee  chains  and  carcanets 
Of  primroses  and  violets. 
A  bag  and  bottle  thou  shalt  have. 
That  richly  wrought  and  this  as  brave ; 
So  that  as  either  shall  express 
The  wearer's  no  mean  shepherdess : 
At  shearing  times  and  yearly  wakes. 
When  Themilis  his  pastime  makes. 
There  thou  shalt  be,  and  be  the  wit. 
Nay  more,  the  feast  and  grace  of  it: 
On  holidays,  when  virgins  meet 
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To  dance  the  bays  with  nimble  feet, 

Thou  shalt  come  forth,  and  then  appear, 

The  queen  of  roses  for  that  year ; 

And  having  danced  'bove  all  the  best, 

Carry  the  garland  from  the  rest : 

In  wicker  baskets  maids  shall  bring 

To  thee,  my  dearest  shepherdling, 

The  blushing  apple,  bashful  pear, 

And  shamefaced  plumb,  all  simpering  there : 

Walk  in  the  groves,  and  thou  shalt  find 

The  name  of  Phillis  in  the  rind 

Of  every  straight  and  smooth-skinn'd  tree ; 

Where,  kissing  that,  I'll  twice  kiss  thee : 

To  thee  a  sheephook  I  will  send, 

Beprank'd  with  ribands,  to  this  end. 

That  this  alluring  hook  might  be 

Less  for  to  catch  a  sheep  than  me  : 

Thou  shalt  have  possets ;  wassails  fine. 

Not  made  of  ale,  but  spiced  wine ; 

To  make  thy  maids  and  self  free  mirth. 

All  sitting  near  the  glittering  hearth : 

Thou  shalt  have  ribands,  roses,  rings. 

Gloves,  garters,  stockings,  shoes  and  strings 

Of  winning  colours,  that  shall  move 

Others  to  lust,  but  me  to  love : 

These — nay,  and  more  thine  own  shall  be. 

If  thou  wilt  love  and  live  with  me. 

CCLXXIII. 

A    Kiss . 

What  is  a  kiss  ?     Why  this,  as  some  approve, 
The  sure  sweet  cement,  glue,  and  lime  of  love. 
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CCLXXIV. 
TO   LIVE  MERRILY,   AND  TO   TRUST   TO   GOOD  VERSE! 

Now  is  the  time  for  mirth. 
Nor  cheek  nor  tongue  be  dumb  s 

For  with  the  flowery  earth 
The  golden  pomp  is  come. 

The  golden  pomp  is  come ; 

For  now  each  tree  does  wear. 
Made  of  her  pap  and  gum, 

Rich  beads  of  amber  here. 

Now  reigns  the  rose ;  and  now 
The  Arabian  dew  besmears 

My  uncontrolled  brow, 
And  my  retorted  hairs. 

Homer,  this  health  to  thee 

In  sack  of  such  a  kind. 
That  it  would  make  thee  see, 

Though  thou  wert  ne'er  so  blind. 

Next  VirgU  I'll  call  forth. 
To  pledge  this  second  health 

In  wine,  whose  each  cup's  worth 
An  Indian  conunonwealth. 

A  goblet  next  I'll  drink 

To  Ovid ;  and  suppose, 
Made  he  the  pledge,  he'd  think 

The  world  had  all  one  nose. 
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Then  this  immensive  cup 

Of  aromatic  wine, 
Catullust  I  quaff  up 

Tu  mat  terse  muse  of  thine. 

Wild  I  am  now  with  heat : 

O  Bacchus !  cool  thy  rays ; 
Or,  frantic,  I  shall  eat 

Thy  thyrse,  and  bite  thy  bays. 

Round,  round  the  roof  does  run ; 

And  bein^  ravish'd  thus, 
Come,  I  will  drink  a  tun 

To  my  Propertius. 

Now  to  TibuUus  next 

This  flood  I  drink  to  thee  i 
But  stay,  I  see  t  t«zt 

That  this  pretents  to  me. 

Behold,  Tibullus  lies 

Here  burnt,  whose  smal]  return 
Of  ashes  scarce  suffice 

To  fill  a  little  urn! 

Trust  to  good  verses  then ; 

They  only  will  aspire, 
When  pyramids,  as  men. 

Are  lost  in  the  iuneral  fire. 

And  when  all  bodies  meet, 

In  Lethe  to  be  drown'd ; 
Then  only  numbers  sweet 

With  endless  life  are  crown'd. 


OS  B«'»«'*- 

VTho  too'"  ^ 

Vmeo  our  *"'^^ute  »  »• 
There  is  no  one|l^  ^ 

i  bave  drunk  "5'cuP  jjetcules. 

Thee>»' Pf  Jbere  sbaB  ^ 

Ind  to  v»alkli^e^V^^.,s  spent, 

?;tve  naught  t^s-J^^^g^^ 
prinking  ^^»«' 
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CCLXXVIIt. 

TO  BACCHUS. 
A  CAXnCLB. 

Whither  dost  thou  hurry  me, 
Bacchus,  heing  full  of  thee  7 
This  way,  that  way,  that  way,  this, 
Here  and  there  a  fresh  love  is ; 
That  doth  like  me,  this  doth  please : 
Thus  a  thousand  mistresses 
I  have  now ;  yet  I  alone, 
Having  all,  eigoy  not  one. 


CCLXXIX. 
HTMN  TO  BAOCHUi. 

I  sing  thy  praise,  lacchus, 
Who  with  thy  thyrse  dost  thwack  usy 
And  yet  thou  dost  so  back  us 
With  boldness,  that  we  fear 
No  Brutus  entering  here, 
Nor  Cato  the  severe. 
What  though  the  lictors  treat  us  ? 
We  know  they  dare  not  beat  us. 
So  long  as  thou  dost  heat  us. 
When  we  thy  orgies  sing, 
Each  cobbler  is  a  king. 
O,  Bacchus !  let  us  be 
From  cares  and  troubles  free ; 
And  thou  shalt  hear  how  we 
Will  chant  new  hymns  to  thee. 
H  2 


TO  SK^^^^' 


i 

\ 


♦«Vc  time  and  pM» 
^o  retarn  fro«^  "* 

'W^*"  ^  ^"°Vdo  incline,     . 

.,.,,,  let's  be  mei 
Pass  aU«en>v^t  the        j^.^j,.«aj 
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A  goblet  to  the  brim, 
Of  lyric  wine,  both  swelled  and  crown'd. 
Around 
We  quaff  to  him. 

Thus,  thus  we  live ;  and  spend  the  noun 
In  wine  and  flowers ; 
And  make  the  frolic  year. 
The  month,  the  week,  the  instant  day, 
To  stay 
The  longer  here. 

Come  then,  brave  knight,  and  see  the  cell 
Wherein  I  dwell ; 
And  my  enchantments  too. 
Which  love  and  noble  freedcm  is. 
And  this 
Shall  fetter  you. 

Take  horse,  and  come;  or  be  so  kind 
To  send  your  mind, 
Though  but  in  numbers  few ; 
And  I  shall  think  I  have  the  heart 
Or  part 
Of  Clipseby  Crew. 

CCLXVII. 
TO  JULIA. 

J  am  zealous ;    prithee  pray 
For  my  welfare,  Julia, 
For  I  think  the  gods  require 
Male  perfumes,  but  female  fire. 


BBST  TO  BB  MBKRT. 


BEST,  i''  — 

Gratify  tbc  ge^iuB. 


The  ivory  W"^.*^',  b„r„\sVd  gold- 
A  corpse  f^^^^S^^.^'both  equal  grace. 

The  buried,  ana        ^^^^  ^^^  sprmg 

Not  Virgil's  g«a»'^^  buying. 
All  flowers  sent  to     ^.^^^.^^  bead 

Hot  Martial  s  bee,  .^4. 

Of  amber  quKk^i^es  inter 

Nor  that  fine  worm       ^,tae; 
HerseUVtbesOken     Velyw- 

nor  my  ^«e  ^2'i  up  if  »  g^*^''  «. 
With  Wiea  tomb  d  up  ^^^  fl, 

Dead,  »»*  "**       '^ 


ANACREONTIC    AND    BACCHANALIAN.  157 

My  Bon ! 
Or  come  again. 
Or  send  to  us, 
Thy  wit's  great  overplus : 
But  teach  us  yet 
Wisely  to  husband  it; 
Lest  we  that  talent  spend ; 
And,  having  once  brought  to  an  end 
That  precious  stock,  the  store 
Of  such  a  wit  tbe  world  should  have  no  more. 

CCLXX. 
TO   SIR  CLIPSEBT   CREW. 

Give  me  wine,  and  give  me  meat, 
To  create  in  me  a  heat ; 
That  my  pulses  high  may  beat. 

Cold  and  hnnger  never  yet 
Could  a  noble  verse  beget ; 
But  your  bowls  with  sack  replete. 

Give  me  these,  my  knight,  and  try 
In  a  minute's  space  how  I 
Can  run  mad,  and  prophesy. 

Then,  if  any  piece  proves  new 
And  rare,  I'll  say,  my  dearest  Crew, 
It  was  full  inspired  by  you. 

CCLXXI. 
^    TO  LIVE  FREELY. 

et's  live  in  haste ;  use  pleasures  while  we  may ; 
7uld  life  return,  'twould  never  lose  a  day. 


Live,  live  with  me,  and  thou  snait 
The  pleasures  I'll  prepare  for  thee  ; 
What  sweets  the  country  can  afford 
Shall  bless  thy  bed  and  bless  thy  board  i 
The  soft  sweet  moss  shall  be  ^y  bed. 
With  crawling  woodbine  overspread ; 
By  which  the  silver-shedding  streams 
Shall  gently  melt  thee  into  dreams : 
Thy  clothing  next  shall  be  a  gown 
Made  of  the  fleece's  purest  down ; 
The  tongues  of  kids  shall  be  thy  meat: 
Their  milk  thy  drink ;  and  thou  shalt  eil 
The  paste  of  filberts  for  thy  bread. 
With  cream  of  cowslips  buttered. 
Thy  feasting  tables  shall  be  hills 
With  daisies  spread  and  daffodils ; 
Where  thou  shalt  sit,  and  red-breast  by» 
For  meat,  shall  give  thee  melody. 
I'll  give  thee  chains  and  carcanets 
Of  primroses  and  violets. 
A  bag  and  bottle  thou  shalt  have. 
That  richly  wrought  and  this  as  brave ; 
o~  4-iiat  AS  either  shall  express 
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Thou  sweetly  canst  convert  the  same 

From  a  consuming  fire, 
Into  a  gentle-licking  flame, 
And  make  it  thus  expire. 
Then  make  me  weep 
My  pains  asleep, 
And  give  me  such  reposes, 
That  I,  poor  I, 
May  think,  thereby, 
I  live  and  die 
'Mongst  reses. 

Fall  on  me  like  a  silent  dew. 

Or  like  those  maiden  showers, 
Which,  by  the  peep  of  day,  do  strew 
A  baptism  o'er  the  flowers. 
Melt,  melt  my  pains. 
With  thy  soft  strains ; 
That  having  eaM  me  given, 
With  full  delight, 
I  leave  this  light. 
And  take  my  flight 
For  Heaven. 


ccxciv. 

COURAGE    COOLED. 

lot  love  as  I  have  lov'd  before ; 
am  grown  old,  and  with  mine  age  grown  poor 
must  be  fed  by  wealth :  this  blood  of  mine 
needs  wax  cold,  if  wanting  bread  and  wine. 

h3 
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OCXCYI, 
UPON     CUPfD. 

Old  wives  have  often  told  how  thej 
Saw  Cupid  bitten  by  a  flea ; 
And  thereupon,  in  tears  half-drown'd, 
He  cried  aloud,  Help,  help  the  wound ; 
He  wept,  he  sobb'd,  he  call'd  to  some 
To  bring  him  lint  and  balsamum, 
To  make  a  tent,  and  put  it  in, 
Where  the  stiletto  pierc'd  the  skin : 
Which  being  done,  the  fretful  pain 
Assuaged,  and  he  was  well  again. 

CCXCVII. 
A  CANTICLE  TO  APOLLO. 

Play,  Phoebus,  on  thy  lute, 
And  we  will  sit  all  mute ; 
By  listening  to  thy  lyre. 
That  sets  all  ears  on  fire. 

Hark !  hark  !  the  God  does  play ; 
And  as  he  leads  the  way 
Through  heaven,  the  very  spheres 
As  men,  turn  all  to  ears. 

CCXCVIII. 
TO   YOUTH. 

Drink  wine,  and  live  here  blitheful  while  ye  may  ; 
The  morrow's  life  too  late  is ; — live  to-day. 


I 

ij!                                              HESrEBIDEi. 
CCICII. 
THE    CHEAT    OF    CUPIB,     OB    IHB    DIIOE- 

Ont  silent  night,  of  late, 

^^^^^^^H 

When  every  (reacure  rested, 

rameoneunfumyBale, 

^^^^^^1 

And,  knooking,  me  moleBted. 

^^^^^1 

"  Who's  thai,"  said  I,  "beau  the 

And  trouhlej  thus  the  sleepy !" 

"CB«ofr,"Baidhe,  "aJIfear, 

^^^^^^1 

And  lei  n<M  locks  thus  keep  ye 

^^^^^^1 

"  For  I  a  hoy  am.  who 

■'  By  muouless  nighiB  have  iwei 

"  And  all  will]  Ehuwers  wet  throu 

^^^^^1 

"And  e'e.1  with  cold  half  Stan-' 

^^^^^^1 

I    pitirul  oroee. 

And  soon  b  fnper  lighled, 

AnddidniyscirdlEcloGe 

1 

Unto  lite  lad  iienighted  ; 
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But  when  he  felt  him  warm'd, 

'*  Lets  try  this  bow  of  our's, 
*' And  string,  if  they  be  harm'd  " 

Said  he,  "  with  these  late  showers." 

Forthwith  his  bow  be  bent, 

And  wedded  string  and  arrow, 
And  struck  me,  that  it  went 

Quite  through  my  heart  and  marrow. 

Then,  laughing  loud,  he  flew 

Away,  and  thus  said,  flying, 
*'  Adieu,  mine  host,  adieu ! 

"I'll  leave  thy  heart  a-djring." 


ccc. 

THE    BAG   OF    THE    BEE. 

About  the  sweet-bag  of  a  bee 

Two  cupids  fell  at  odds ; 
And  whose  the  pretty  prize  should  be, 

They  yowed  to  ask  the  gods. 

Which  Venus  hearing,  thither  came. 
And  for  their  boldness  stript  them ; 

And  taking  thence  from  each  his  flame, 
With  rods  of  myrtle  whipt  them. 

Which  done,  to  still  their  wanton  cries, 
When  quiet  grown  she'd  seen  them. 

She  kiss'd  and  wiped  their  dove-like  eyes. 
And  gave  the  bag  between  them. 


Wbilp,  Lydia,  I  wal  loved  of  thee. 
Nor  any  wu  preferr'd  'fore  me 
To  hug  thy  whitest  neck  ;  than  I 
The  Persian  king  lived  not  more  happily. 

While  thou  no  other  didst  afiect. 
Nor  Chloe  nss  of  more  respect; 
Than  Lydia,  fBr-fom'd  Lydia, 
I  flourish'd  more  than  Romao  Ilia. 


Now  Tbracian  Chloe  governs  me. 
Skilful  in  the  harp  and  melody  ; 
For  whose  affection,  Lydia,  1, 
So  fate  apsiei  her,  am  well  content  to  di 

My  heart  now  set  on  Are  ia 

By  Omitbea'  son,  yoong  Calais  : 

For  whose  cuiDmutual  flamea  here  1 
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•     LTDIA. 

Though  mine  be  brighter  than  the  star, 
Though  lighter  than  the  cork  by  far, 
Rough  as  the  Adriatic  sea,  yet  I 
ill  live  with  thee,  or  else  for  thee  will  die. 


CCCII. 
THE   VISION. 

Sitting  alone,  as  one  forsook, 
Close  by  a  silver-shedding  brook. 
With  hands  held  up  to  Love,  I  wept ; 
And,  after  sorrows  spent,  I  slept : 
Then  in  a  vision  I  did  see 
A  glorious  form  appear  to  me ; 
A  virgin's  face  she  had  ;  her  dress 
Was  like  a  sprightly  Spartaness : 
A  silver  bow,  with  green  silk  strung, 
Down  from  her  comely  shoulders  hung ; 
And,  as  she  stood,  the  wanton  air 
Dandled  the  ringlets  of  her  hair  ; 
Her  legs  were  such  Diana  shows. 
When,  tuck'd  up,  she  a  hunting  goes, 
With  buskins  shorten' d  to  descry 
The  happy  dawning  of  her  thigh  ; 
Which  when  I  saw,  T  made  access 
To  kiss  that  tempting  nakedness  ; 
But  she  forbad  me  with  a  wand 
Of  myrtle  she  had  in  her  hand ; 
And,  chiding  me,  said — **  Hence,  remove 
"  Herrick !  thou  art  too  coarse  to  love." 


i 


I  I 
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CCCIII. 
THE  APPAUITION  OP  HIS  MISTRESS  CALLING  HTM 

ELISIUM. 

Desunt  nonnulla. — 

Come  then,  and  like  two  doves  with  silvery  wings. 
Let  our  souls  fly  to  the  shades,  where  ever  springi 
Sit  smiling  in  the  meads ;  where  halm  and  oil, 
Roses  and  cassia  crown  the  untill'd  soil ; 
Where  no  disease  reigns,  or  infection  comes 
To  blast  the  air,  but  ambergris  and  gums. 
This,  that,  and  every  thicket  doth  transpire 
More  sweet  than  storax  from  the  hallowed  fire ; 
Where  ev'ry  tree  a  wealthy  issue  bears 
Of  fragrant  apples,  blushing  plums,  or  pears ; 
And  all  the  shrubs,  with  sparkling  spangles,  shew 
Like  morning  sun-shine,  tinselling  the  dew. 
Here  in  green  meadows  sits  eternal  May, 
Purfling  the  margents,  while  perpetual  day 
So  double  gilds  the  air,  as  that  no  night 
Can  ever  rust  the  enamel  of  the  light : 
Here  naked  younglings,  handsome  striplings  run 
Their  goals  for  virgins'  kisses ;  which  when  done, 
Then  unto  dancing  forth  the  learned  round 
Commix'd  they  meet,  with  endless  roses  crown'd. 
And  here  we'll  sit  on  primrose-banks,  and  see 
Love's  chorus  led  by  Cupid  ;  and  we'll  be 
Two  loving  followers  too  unto  the  grove, 
Where  poets  sing  the  stories  of  our  love : 
There  thou  shall  hear  divine  Musses  sing 
Of  Hero  and  Leander ;  then  I'll  bring 


r 


ITT 


Ihee  lo  <he  stand,  abete  honour'd  Homer  reads 

Sis  Odes  and  hU  high  Uiids; 

About  whose  throne  ijie  crowd  of  poets  llicong 

To  hear  the  iacanladon  of  hia  tongue  : 

To  Linus,  then  to  Pindar  r  and  tbat  done, 

I'll  h'  ing  thee,  Herriok,  to  Anacreoo, 

Qusffing  his  fuU-crown'd  bowls  of  burning  wine. 

And  in  his  raptures  sjicaking  lines  of  thine. 

Like  ta  his  subject ;  and  his  frantic 

Looks  show  him  truly  BicchaniliBn  like, 

Besmear'd  with  grapes,  welcoms  he  ehall  thee  thither, 

Where  both  uiB;  cage,  both  drink,  and  dance  togolher. 

Then  stately  Vii^il.  witty  Ovid,  by 

Whom  fair  CoHnns  sits,  and  dolh  comply 

With  ivory  nrisls  hii  laureate  head,  and  sleeps 

His  eye  in  dew  of  Uimes  while  he  sleeps  i 

Then  soft  CaluUua.  sharp-fang'd  Martial, 

And  tovrring  Lucan,  Horace,  Juvenal, 

And  anaky  Perseus ;  these  and  those  whom  rage, 

Dro|it  for  the  jars  of  heaven,  ail'd  t'  engage 

All  limes  unto  their  frenzies :  thou  shall  there 

Behold  them  in  a  apacious  theatre : 

Aiuong  which  glories,  crowned  with  sacred  bays 

And  flaii'ring  ivy,  to  recite  their  plays, 

Beaumont  and  Fletcher,  swans,  to  whom  all  ean 

Listen,  while  they,  like  ayrens  in  their  spheres, 

Sing  their  Evadne;  and  still  more  for  thee 

There  yet  remains  to  know  then  ihou  catl'st  see 

By  glimm'ring  of  a  fancy :  do  but  come, 

And  there  I'll  show  you  that  capucious  room 

In  which  tliy  father  Jonson,  now  is  ploc'd, 

Aji  ID  ■  ipobe  pf  Tsdiant  fire,  and  grac'd 
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Wbat  1  Can  my  Kellum  drink  hii  i 
In  goblets  to  the  brim. 

And  see  bis  Robin  Heirick  lack. 
Yet  send  nu  bottles  to  himr 
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CCCVI. 
THE  CLOUD. 

Seest  thou  that  cloud  that  rides  in  statR, 

Part  Kuby-like,  part  Candidate  t 

It  is  no  other  than  the  bed 

Where  Venus  sleeps,  half  smothered. 

CCCVII. 

trPOM   THE  DEATH   OF   HIS   SPARKOW. 
AN   ELEOT. 

Why  do  not  all  firesh  maids  appear 

To  work  love's  sampler  only  here, 

Where  spring- time  smiles  throughout  the  year  f 

Are  not  here  rose-buds,  pinks,  all  flowers 

Nature  begeti*  by  the  sun  and  show*rs. 

Met  in  one  hearse-cloth,  to  o'erspread 

The  body  of  the  under- dead  ? 

Phil,  the  late  dead,  the  late  dead  dear  1 

O,  may  no  eye  distil  a  tear, 

For  you  once  lost,  who  wept  not  here ! 

Had  Lesbia,  too,  too  kind,  but  known 

This  sparrow,  she  had  scorn'd  her  own ; 

And  for  this  deed  which  under  lies, 

Wept  out  her  heart,  as  well  as  eyes. 

But  endless  peace  sit  here,  and  keep 

My  Phil,  the  time  he  has  to  sleep ; 

And  thousand  virgins  come  and  weep, 

To  make  these  flowery  carpets  show 

Fresh  as  their  blood,  and  ever  grow, 

Till  pas^n(E**rs  Muall  spend  their  doom  *. 

Not  Virgti  »  guat  hau  sucii  a  tomb ! 


$0  sofh  streams  meet,  so  springs  with  glaaaer  mi 
Meet  after  long  divorcement  by  the  isles ; 
When  Love,  the  child  of  likeness,  urgeth  on 
Their  crystal  natures  to  an  union : 
So  meet  stolen  kisses,  when  the  moony  nights 
Call  forth  fierce  lovers  to  their  wish'd  delights ; 
So  kings  and  queens  mt^et,  when  desire  convino 
All  thoughts  but  such  as  aim  at  getting  princes 
As  I  meet  thee. — Soul  of  my  life  and  fame  I 
Eternal  lamp  of  love,  whose  radiant  flame 
Outglares  the  heaven's  Osiris  ;  and  thy  gleams 
Outrhine  the  splendour  of  the  mid-day  beams  I 
Welcome,  O  welcome,  my  illustrious  spouse. 
Welcome  as  are  the  ends  unto  my  vows ! 
Aye,  far  more  welcome  than  the  happy  soil 
The  sea-scourg'd  merchant,  after  all  his  toil. 
Salutes  with  tears  of  joy,  when  fires  betray 
The  smoky  chimnies  of  his  Ithaca! 
Where  hast  thou  been  so  long  from  my  embra 
Poor  pitied  cKile?     Tell  me,  did  thy  graces 
Fly  discontented  hence,  and  for  a  time 
Did  rather  choose  to  bless  another  clime? 

•  •  -««-.»  tn  this  end  the  more  to  move 


Aad  with  the  tryaul  humour  of  ihe  ipring 
PuTRe  hence  tlie  guilt,  and  kill  thia  quarrelling. 
Will  thou  not  smile,  or  lell  me  wlisl'i  smias  ? 
Have  1  been  colli  m  hag  thee  ;  too  remim, 
Too  temp'rate  in  embraeii.g  I     Tell  rae,  has  desire 
To  thee-ward  died  in  Ih'  enihers,  and  no  fire 
IiefE  in  [his  rak'd-iiji  a9h'hea|i,  as  s  raarlc 
To  testify  the  glowing  of  a  spark  I 
Have  I  divorc'd  thee  only  to  combine 
Iq  hoi  adult'rj  with  anollier  wine ; 
True,  1  confeiB  I  left  ihec,  and  appeal 
'TwBs  done  by  me,  more  to  confinn  my  ieol, 
And  double  my  affection  on  thee ;  Bs  do  those 
Whose  love  grows  more  inilam'd  by  being  foea  i 
But  to  forsake  ihee  ever!  cnuld  there  be 
A  thought  of  such  like  possibility, 
When  thou  thyself  dar'st  say,  thy  isles  thdl  lack 
Crapes,  before  Herrick  leaves  canary  saclct 
Thou  inak'st  me  airy,  active  lo  be  bom, 
Like  Iphyclus,  upon  the  topn  of  corn : 
Thou  mak'ft  me  nimble  as  the  winged  Hours, 
To  dance  and  caper  on  the  heads  of  flow'nt, 
And  ride  the  sunheamB.     Can  there  be  a  thing 
Under  the  heav'nly  Isis,  that  can  bring 
More  love  unto  my  life,  or  can  present 
My  genius  with  a  fuller  blandishment  ? 
IlluBirioui  idol  \  could  Ih'  Egyptian  seek 
Help  from  the  garlick,  onion,  and  the  leek : 
And  pay  no  vows  to  thee,  who  was  their  best 
God,  and  far  more  transcendent  than  the  rest  T 
HaA  nmim.  thai  weak  water- diiuker,  known 
Tb  ine,  or  hid  but  tuted  ona 


[nvitcd  to  the  ThesDian  uau%i*^s,.,  - 
'ull  goblets  of  thy  generous  blood,  his  spright 
ie'er  had  kept  heat  for  fifty  maids  that  night, 
'ome,  come  and  kiss  me ;  love  and  lust  commeii< 
fhee  and  thy  beauties  ;  kiss,  we  will  be  friends 
Too  strong  for  fate  to  break  us  :  Look  upon 
Me  with  that  full  pride  of  complexion, 
As  queens  meet  queens ;  or  come  thou  unto  me, 
As  Cleopatra  came  to  Anthony ; 
When  her  high  carriage  did  at  once  present 
To  the  Triumvir  love  and  wonderment 
Swell  up  my  nerves  with  spirit ;  let  my  blood 
Run  through  my  veins  like  to  a  hasty  flood  ; 
Fill  each  part  full  of  fire,  active  to  do 
What  thy  commanding  soul  shall  put  it  to ; 
And  till  I  turn  apostate  to  thy  love, 
Which  here  I  vow  to  serve,  do  not  remove 
Thy  fires  from  me  ;  but  Apollo's  curse 
Blast  these  like  actions,  or  a  thing  that's  worse 
When  these  circumstants  shall  but  live  to  see 
The  time,  that  I  prevaricate  from  thee. 
Call  me  "  the  son  of  beer ;"  and  then  confine 
Me  to  the  tap,  the  toast,  the  turf.     Let  wine 

»»-"  *r»v  numbers  all 
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CCCIX. 
HIS  FAREWELL    TO   SACK. 

farewell,  tbou  thing  time-past  so  koown,  so  dear 

Co  me,  as  blood  to  lite  and  spirit :  near, 

^ay,  thou  more  near  than  kindred,  firiend,  man,  wife, 

Male  to  the  female,  soul  to  body :  life 

To  quick  action,  or  the  warm  soft  side 

Of  the  resigrning,  yet  resisting  bride. 

rhe  kiss  of  yirgins ;  first-fruits  of  the  bed ; 

Soft  speech,  smooth  touch,  the  lips,  the  maiden  head; 

rhese,  and  a  thousand  sweets,  could  neyer  be 

So  near  or  dear  as  thou  was  once  to  me. 

0,  thou  the  drink  of  gods  and  angels !  wine 

That  scatter'st  spirit  and  lust ;  whose  purest  shine, 

More  radiant  than  the  summer's  sun-beams  shows. 

Each  way  illustrious,  brave ;  and  like  to  those 

Comets  we  see  by  night,  whose  shagg'd  potenu 

Foretell  the  coming  of  some  dire  events ; 

Or  some  full  flame,  which  with  a  pride  aspires, 

Throwing  about  his  wild  and  active  fires. 

'Tis  thou,  above  nectar,  O  divinest  soul ! 

Eternal  in  thyself,  that  canst  control 

That  which  subverts  whole  nature,  grief  and  care, 

Vexation  of  the  mind,  and  damn'd  despair. 

'Tis  thou  alone,  who,  with  thy  mystic  fan, 

Work'st  more  than  wisdom,  art,  or  nature  can, 

To  rouse  the  sacred  madness,  and  awake 

The  frost-bound  blood  and  spirits,  and  to  make 

Them  frantic  with  thy  raptures,  flashing  through 

The  soul  like  lightning,  and  as  active  too ; 

'Tis  not  Apollo  can,  or  those  thrice  three 

Castilian  sisters  sing  if  wanting  thee. 
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Horace,  Anacreon,  both  had  lost  their  fame, 

Had'st  thoutiot  fill'd  them  with  thy  lire  and  flame, 

Phaebean  splendour !  and  thou,  Thespian  spring. 

Of  which  sweet  swans  must  drink  before  they  sing 

Their  true-pac'd  numbers,  and  their  holy-lays, 

Which  makes  them  worthy  cedar  and  the  bajrs. 

But  why  ?  why  longer  do  I  gaze  upon 

Thee  with  the  eye  of  admiration  ? 

Since  I  must  leave  thee,  and  enforced  must  say, 

To  all  thy  witching  beauties,  go,  away. 

But  if  thy  whimp'ring  looks  do  ask  me  why  ? 

Then  know  that  Nature  bids  thee  go,  not  I. 

'Tis  her  erroneous  self  has  made  a  brain 

Incapable  of  such  a  sovereign. 

As  is  thy  powerful  self.     Prithee,  not  smile, 

Or  smile  more  inly,  lest  thy  looks  beguile 

My  vows  denounced  in  zeal,which  thus  much  show  thee 

That  I  have  sworn  but  by  thy  looks  to  know  thee. 

Let  others  drink  thee  freely,  and  desire 

Thee  and  their  lips  espous'd,  while  I  admire 

And  love  thee,  but  not  taste  thee.     Let  my  Muse 

Fail  of  thy  former  helps,  and  only  use 

Her  inadult'rate  strength  ;  what's  done  by  me 

Hereafter,  shall  smell  of  the  lamp,  not  of  thee. 

cccx. 

HOW   HE    WOULD    DRINK    HIS    WINE. 

Fill  me  my  wine  in  crystal :  thus,  and  thus 

I  see't  in  *s  puris  naturalibus. 

Unmix'd,  1  love  to  have  it  smirk,  and  shine ; 

Tis  sin,  I  know,  'tis  sin  to  throttle  wine. 

What  madman's  he  that,  when  it  sparkles  so, 

Will  cool  his  flames,  or  quench  his  fires  with  snow  7 
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CCCXI. 
BIS  EMBALMING  TO  JULIA. 

For  my  embalming,  Julia,  do  but  this, 
Bive  thou  my  lips  but  their  supremest  kiss; 
Or  else  transfuse  thy  breath  into  the  chest. 
Where  my  small  relics  must  for  ever  rest ; 
rhat  breath  the  balm,  the  myrrh,  the  nard  shall  be. 
To  give  an  incomiption  unto  me. 

CCCXII. 
TO  JULIA. 

Holy  waters  hither  bring 
For  the  sacred  sprinkling ; 
Baptize  me  and  thee,  and  so 
Let  us  to  the  altar  go ; 
And,  ere  we  our  riles  commence, 
Wash  our  hands  in  innocence  ; 
Then  I'll  be  the  Rex  Sacrorum, 
Thou  the  queen  of  peace  and  quorum. 

CCCXIII. 

)de  to  master  endymion  porter,  upon  his 
brother's  death. 

Not  all  thy  flushing  suns  are  set, 

Herrick,  as  yet; 
Nor  doth  this  far-drawn  hemisphere 
Frown,  and  look  sullen  every  where. 
's  may  conclude  in  nights ;  and  suns  may  rest^ 

As  dead  within  the  west ; 
,  the  next  mom  re-gild  the  fragrant  east. 


^"^  ^     irn    the  prop,  ^r,  aid  cTa^^»      v       1 
.no.  blown  down;  «ee 

m-«A«  t\\OU  Kcev  " 
Yet.V0Tter.-^^^^*,X*nve, 

1  must  com  ^T^o  ^°^^,^j,^  v\itf, 

^e  debtV.P»d,;[-  ^ep--^^. 

Invites  tresbgtayes  to 


ANACREONTIC    AND   BACCHANALIAN.  187 

CCCXV. 
TO  SILVIA. 

I  am  holy  while  I  stand 
Circum-cross'd  by  the  pure  hand ; 
But  when  that  is  gone,  again 
I,  as  others,  am  prophane. 


cccxvi. 

THE   CAPTIVE   BEE,   OR   THE   LITTLE  FILCHBR. 

As  Julia  once  a  slumbering  lay 

It  chanced  a  bee  did  fly  that  way, 

After  a  dew,  or  dew-like  shower, 

To  tipple  freely  in  a  flower. 

For  some  rich  flower  he  took  the  Up 

Of  Julia,  and  began  to  sip ; 

But  when  he  felt  he  suck'd  from  thence 

Honey,  and  in  the  quintessence: 

He  drank  so  much  he  scarce  could  stir ; 

So  Julia  took  the  pilferer ; 

And  thus  surprised,  as  filchers  use, 

He  thus  began  himself  to  excuse : 
Sweet  lady-flower !  I  never  brought 
Hither  the  least  one  thieving  thought; 
But  taking  those  rare  lips  of  your's 

**  For  some  fresh,  fragrant,  luscious  flowers ; 

"  I  thought  I  might  there  take  a  taste, 

"  Where  so  much  syrup  ran  at  waste : 

"  Besides,  kaow  this,  I  never  sting 

"  The  flower  Aat  gives  me  nourishing ; 

i2 


And  he  one  chief.    Aut  i«»>... 

The  beliman  of  the  night  proclaim  the  cJook 

Of  late  struck  one ;  and  now  I  see  the  prune 

Of  day- break  from  the  pregnant  east,  'tis  tuni 

I  vanish ;  more  I  had  to  say, 

But  night  determines  here ;  Away ! 


ccciv. 

TO   M.   KELLAII. 

What !  Can  my  Kellam  drink  his 
In  goblets  to  the  brim. 

And  see  his  Robin  Herrick  lack* 
Yet  send  no  bottles  to  himt 

For  love  or  pity  to  his  muse, 
That  she  may  flow  in  verse, 

Contemn  to  recommend  a  cruise, 
But  send  to  her  a  tierce. 


cccv. 

THE  BROKEN  CRYSTAL. 
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CCCVI. 
THE  CLOUD. 

Seest  thou  that  cloud  that  rides  in  statR, 

Part  Huby-like,  part  Candidate  t 

It  is  no  other  than  the  bed 

Where  Venus  sleeps,  half  smothered. 

CCCVII. 

VPOM  THE  DEATH  OF  HIS  SPAKKOW. 
AN  ELEGY. 

Why  do  not  all  fresh  maids  appear 

To  work  love's  sampler  only  here, 

Where  spnng-time  smiles  throughout  the  y^ar  f 

Are  not  here  rose-buds,  pinks,  all  flowers 

Nature  begets  by  the  sun  and  show'rs, 

Met  in  one  hearse-cloth,  to  o'erspread 

The  body  of  the  under- dead  ? 

Phil,  the  late  dead,  the  late  dead  dearl 

O,  may  no  eye  distil  a  tear, 

For  you  once  lost,  who  wept  not  here ! 

Had  Lesbia,  too,  too  kind,  but  known 

This  sparrow,  she  had  scorn'd  her  own ; 

And  for  this  deed  which  under  lies, 

Wept  out  her  heart,  as  well  as  eyes. 

But  endless  peace  sit  here,  and  keep 

My  Phil,  the  time  he  has  to  sleep ; 

And  thousand  virgins  come  and  weep, 

To  make  these  flowery  carpets  show 

Fresh  as  their  blood,  and  ever  grow. 

Till  pasbf^ngt^rs  filial!  spend  their  doom : 

Not  Vii^ii  »  guai  iiau  sacn  a  tomb ! 
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CCCXXI. 
THE  JIMMALL  RING,  OR  THE  TRUE-LOYE-KROT. 

Thou  sent'st  to  me  a  true-love-knot ;  but  I 
Retum'd  a  ring  of  jimmals,  to  imply 
Thy  love  had  one  knot,  mine  a  triple  ^e. 

CCCXXII. 
TO  BE   MERRT. 

Let's  now  take  our  time, 

While  we  are  in  our  prime, 
And  old,  old  age  is  afar  off; 

For  the  evil,  evil  days. 

Will  come  on  apace. 
Before  we  can  be  aware  ot 

CCCXXIII. 
TO    CUPID. 

I  have  a  leaden,  thou  a  shaft  of  gold ; 

Thou  kill'st  with  heat,  and  I  strike  dead  with  cold : 

Let's  try  of  us  who  shall  th^  first  expire ; 

Or  thou  by  frost,  or  I  by  quenchless  fire. 

Extremes  are  fatal  where  they  once  do  strike, 

And  bring  to  th'  heart  vdestruction  both  alike.. 

cccxxiv. 

UPON   HER  VOICE. 

Let  but  thy  voice  engender  with  the  string 
And  angels  will  be  bom,  while  thou  dost  Binf 
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OOCZXV. 
THE   WOUNDED  CUPID. 

Cupid,  as  he  lay  among 

Roses,  by  a  bee  was  stunflf. 

Whereupon,  in  anger  fl3ring 

To  his  mother,  said  thus,  crying, 

"  Help !  O  help !  your  boy's  a  dying  t** 

"  And  why,  my  pretty  boy  V*  said  sne. 

Then,  blubbering,  replied  he, 

"  A  winged  snake  has  bitten  me, 

Which  country  people  call  a  bee." 

At  which  she  smiled ;  then  with  her  hain 

And  kisses  drying  up  his  tears, 

**  Alas !"  said  she,  "  my  son,  if  this 

Such  a  pernicious  torment  is ; 

Come  tell  me  then,  how  great's  the  smart 

Of  those  thou  woundestwith  thy  dart!" 

cccxxvi. 

UPON      CUPID. 

Love  like  a  beggar  came  to  me, 

With  hose  and  doublet  torn, 
His  shirt  bedangling  from  his  kne«. 

With  hat  and  shoes  out  worn. 

He  ask'd  an  alms ;  I  gave  him  bread* 

And  meat  too,  for  his  need ; 
Of  which  when  he  had  fully  fed. 

He  wish'd  me  all  good  speed. 

Away  he  went ;  but,  as  he  turn'd. 
In  faith  I  know  not  how ! 


Love's  silent  flames  and  tire»  i/m^  . 

Then  crept  into  my  heart ; 
And,  though  I  saw  no  bow,  I'm  sure. 

His  finger  was  the  dart. 

CCCXXVII. 
LOVERS    HOW   THET   COME    AND    PART. 

ges  ring  they  bear  about  them  still, 
e,  and  not  seen  when  and  where  they  will; 
y  tread  on  clouds,  and  though  they  sometimet  &I1| 
y  fall  like  dew,  but  make  no  noise  at  all : 
dlently  they  one  to  th'  other  come, 
colours  stesds  into  the  pear  or  plum 
id  air -like,  leave  on  pression  to  be  seen 
here'er  they  meet,  or  parting  place  has  been. 

CCCXXVII  I. 
UPON   JULIA'S   BREASTS. 

Display  thy  breasts,  my  Julia,  there  let  me 
Behold  that  circummortal  purity  ; 
Between  whose  glories  there  my  lips  I'll  lay, 
Ravish' d  in  that  fair  Fia  lactea. 

--- — -TV. 
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CCCXXX. 
ORPHEUI. 

Orpheus  he  went,  as  poets  tell. 

To  fetch  Eurydice  from  hell ; 

And  had  her,  hut  it  was  upon 

This  short,  hut  strict  condition ; 

Backward  he  should  not  look,  while  he 

Led  her  through  hell's  obscurity. 

But  ah !  it  happened,  as  he  made 

His  passage  through  that  dreadful  shade, 

Revolve  he  did  his  loving  eye, 

For  gentle  fear  or  jealousy ; 

And  looking  hack,  that  look  did  sever 

Him  and  Eurydice  for  ever. 

cccxxxi. 

THE   CANDOUR   OF   JULIA'S   TEETH. 

ite  as  Zenobia's  teeth,  the  which  the  girls 
Elome  did  wear  for  their  most  precious  pearls. 

cccxxxii. 

UPON    HER   WEEPING. 

She  by  the  river  sat,  and  sitting  there, 
She  wept,  and  made  it  deeper  by  a  tear. 

CCCXXXIII. 
ANOTHER  UPON   HER   WEEPING. 

ept  upon  her  cheeks,  and  weeping  so 

fem'd  to  quench  love's  fires  that  there  did  glow. 


Let's  be  JDCUnd  while  we  mi; ; 
All  things  have  aa  ending;  day ; 
And  when  once  the  work  is  done 
Fat«8  reirnJve  na  fliix  IIiVt:  >i)>iu 


Tirgins,  time-past,  known  were  ll 
Troubled  willi  green- sichDeEseB, 
Torn'd  to  flowers  ;  still  the  hue, 
Sickly  girls,  they  bear  oF  you. 


One  night  in  the  year,  my  dearest  beaul 
And  bring  Iboae  dew  drink -offerings  to 
When  thence  you  see  my  reverend  gbof 
And  there  to  lick  the  effused  sacrifice, 
Though  paleness  he  the  livery  that  I  wi 
Look  ye  not  wan  or  colourless  for  fear  j 
Trust  me,  I  will  not  burl  you,  or  once  s 
The  least  grim  look,  or  cast  a  &awn  on 
Not  shall  the  tapers,  when  I'm  there,  b 
This  I  may  do,  perhaps,  as  I  glide  by. 
Cast  on  my  girls  a  glance,  and  loving  t 
Or  fold  mine  arms,  and  sigh  because  I'' 
The  world  so  soon,  and  in  it  you  the  ni' 
Then  these,  no  fears  more  on  your  fuici 
Though  then  1  amile,  and  speak  no  woi 
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Not  all  thy  Bushing  eune  are  set, 

Herritk,  aa  yet; 
Nor  dolh  this  far-drown  liemispher 
Frnwn,  and  look  sullen  every  wher< 
Dayi  may  c 

T«t,  Aenn 


cccxxxvii. 

THETITHB.       TO  THE  B»tl>«. 

If  nine  limes  you  your  bridegroom  ««. 
The  teutb  von  know  the  jarBon.x^ 

Pay  then  your  tithe;  and  doing  thus 
Prove  in  your  htide-bed  numerous. 
If  children  you  have  ten,  Sir  John 
Won't  for  his  tenth  part  ask  you  on*. 


ir 
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CCCXXXVITI. 


THE   ENTERTAINMENT,  OR  PORCH-VRRSE, 
^ 'BS   MARRIAGE  OF    MR.    HEN.    KORTHLY,  AKD  THE   MOST 
iriTTT  MRS.    LETTICE   YARD. 

^CiCome ;  but  yet  no  entrance,  till  we  bless 
'irst^ou,  then  you,  and  both  for  white  success. 
*™fane  no  porch,  young  man  and  maid,  for  fear 
*  e  wrong  the  tIireshold-god»that  keeps  peace  here  : 
Please  him,  and  then  all  good-luck  will  betide 
*ou,  the  brisk  bridegroom,  you,  the  dainty  bride. 
^0  all  things  sweetly,  and  in  comely  wise, 

**ut  on  your  garlands  first,  then  sacrifice ; 

That  done,  when  both  of  you  have  seemly  fed, 

^Ve'll  call  on  nipfht  to  bring  yo  both  to  bed; 

^'liere  being  laid,  all  fair  signs  looking  on, 

Fish-like,  increase  then  to  a  million ; 

And  millions  ot  spring-times  may  ye  have. 

Which  spent,  one  death  bring  to  ye  both  une  grave. 


8 
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CCCXXXIX. 
THE   GOOD-NIGHT,   OR   BLESSIMO. 

Blessings,  in  abundance  come 
To  the  bride,  and  to  her  groom ; 
May  the  bed,  and  this  short  night, 
Know  the  fuhiess  of  delight. 
Pleasures  many  here  attend  ye. 
And  ere  long  a  boy  love  send  ye, 
Curled  and  comely,  and  so  trim. 
Maids,  in  time,  may  ravish  him. 
Thus  a  dew  of  graces  fall 
On  ye  both  ;  Good-night  to  alL 

CCCXL. 

AM  EPITHALAMT  TO  SIR  THOlCAl  SOUTHWELL 
AND  HIS  LADT. 

I. 

Now,  now's  the  time,  so  oft  by  truth 
Promis'd  should  come  to  crown  your  youtli. 

Then,  fair  ones,  do  not  wrong 

Your  joys  by  staying  long ; 

Or  let  love's  fire  go  out, 

By  lingering  thus  in  doubt ; 

But  learn,  that  time  once  lost, 

Is  ne'er  redeemed  by  cost 
Then  away ;  come  Hymen,  guide 
To  the  bed  the  bashful  bride. 

II. 

Is  it,  sweet  maid,  your  &ult  these  holy 
Bridal  rites  go  on  so  slowly  ? 
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Dear,  is  it  thus  you  dread 

The  loss  of  maidenhead  ? 

Believe  me,  you  will  most 

Esteem  it  when  'tis  lost ; 

Then  it  no  longer  keep, 

Lest  issue  lie  asleep. 
Then  away;  come,  Hymen,  guide 
To  tiie  bed  the  bashful  bride. 

III. 

These  precious,  pearly,  purling  tean. 
But  spring  from  ceremonious  fears. 

And  *tis  but  native  shame, 

That  hides  the  loving  flame. 

And  may  awhile  control 

The  sof^  and  am'rous  soul ; 

But  yet  love's  fire  will  waste 

Such  bashful ness  at  last. 
Then  away ;  come.  Hymen,  guide 
To  the  bed  the  bashful  bride. 

IV. 

Night  now  hath  watch'd  herself  half  blind. 
Yet  not  a  maidenhead  resigned : 

'Tis  strange  ye  will  not  fly 

To  love's  sweet  mystery. 

Might  yon  full  moon  the  sweets 

Have  promised  to  your  sheets ; 

She  soon  would  leave  her  sphere 

To  be  admitted  there. 
Then  away ;  come,  Hymen,  guide 
To  the  bed  the  bashful  bride. 


The  bed  for  lucky  ends ; 
With  Juno  goes  the  hours, 
And  Graces  strewing  flowers. 
And  the  boys  with  sweet  tunes  sing. 
Hymen!  O  Hymen!  bring 

Home  the  turtles,  Hymen  guide 

To  the  bed  the  bashful  bride. 

VI. 

Behold  how  Hymen's  taper-light, 

Shews  you  how  much  is  spent  of  night. 
See,  see  the  bridegroom's  torch 
Half  wasted  in  the  porch ; 
And  now  those  tapers  five, 
T^at  shew  the  womb  shall  thrive. 
Their  silv'ry  flames  advance, 
To  tell  all  prosperous  chance 

Still  shall  crown  the  happy  life 

Of  the  good  man  and  the  wile. 

vn. 

Move  forward  then  your  rosy  feet. 
And  make,  whatever  they  touch,  turn  swec 
•  May  all  like  flowerv  meads 
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^^^n  away;  come,  Hymen  guide, 
^  ^he  bed  the  bashful  bride. 

vfn. 
^'^^  now  the  yellow  vale,  at  last, 
^Vcf  hgj  fragrant  cheek  is  cast. 
Now  seems  she  to  express 
A  bashful  willingness.; 
Shewing  a  heart  consenting, 
As  with  a  will  repenting ; 
Then  gently  lead  her  on 
With  wise  suspicion : 
For  that,  matrons  say,  a  measure 
Of  that  passion  sweetens  pleasure. 

IX. 

fou,  you  that  be  of  her  nearest  kin, 
4ow  o'er  tlie  threshold  force  her  in. 
But  to  aver  the  worst, 
Let  her  her  fillets  first 
Knit  to  the  posts ;  this  point 
Remembering,  to  anoint 
The  sides  ;  for  'tis  a  charm 
Strong  against  future  harm, 
»n(l  the  evil  deeds,  the  which 
'here  was  hidden  by  the  witch. 

X. 

i  Venus !  thou  to  whom  is  known 
he  best  way  how  to  loose  the  zone 
Of  virgins  ;  tell  the  maid 
She  need  not  be  afraid ; 
And  bid  the. youth  apply 
Close  kisses,  if  she  cry ; 
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And  charge  he  not  fbrbean 
Her,  though  she  woo  with  tean. 
Tell  them  now  they  must  adventure 
Since  that  love  and  night  hid  enter. 

XI. 

No  fatal  owl  the  bedstead  keeps 
With  direful  notes  to  firight  your  sleeps; 
No  furies  hereabout 
To  put  the  tapers  out 
Watch,  or  did  make  the  bed ; 
'Tis  omen  full  of  dread : 
But  all  fair  signs  appear 
Within  the  chamber  here : 
Juno  here  far  off  doth  stand, 
Cooling  sleep  with  charming  wand. 

ZII. 

Virgins,  weep  not ;  'twill  come  when, 
As  she,  so  you'll  be  ripe  for  men: 
Then  grieve  her  not  with  saying, 
She  must  no  more  a  Maying, 
Or  by  rose-buds  divine 
Who'll  be  her  Valentine; 
Nor  name  those  wanton  rakes, 
You've  had  at  barleybrakes : 
But  now  kiss  her ;  and  thus  say, 
Take  time  lady,  while  ye  may. 

XIII. 

Now  bar  the  doors,  the  bridegroom  puts. 
The  eager  boys  to  gather  nuts : 
And  now  both  love  and  time 
To  their  full  height  do  climb : 


EPlTBALAMIUIf.  203 

O,  ^Te  them  active  hest 

And  moisture,  both  complete; 

Fit  organs  for  increase, 

To  keep,  and  to  release 
fhat,  which  may  the  honoured  stem 
)ircle  with  a  diadem. 

XIV. 

ind  now,  behold !  the  bed  or  couch 

"hat  ne'er  knew  bride's  or  bridegroom's  touch. 

Feels  in  itself  a  fire. 

And,  tickled  with  desire, 

Pants  with  a  downy  breast, 

As  with  a  heart  possessed 

Shrugging  as  it  did  move. 

Even  with  the  soul  of  love 
indy  oh,  had  it  but  a  tongue, 
)oves,  'twould  say,  ye  bill  too  long. 

XV. 

>,  enter  then  I  but  see  ye  shun 
L  sleep  until  the  act  be  done } 

Let  kisses,  in  their  close, 

Breathe  as  the  damask  rose : 

Or  sweet  as  is  that  gum 

Doth  from  Fanchaia  come ; 

Teach  nature  now  to  know, 

Lips  can  make  cherries  grow 
ooner,  than  she  ever  yet 
n  her  wisdom  could  beget. 

XVI. 

>n  your  minutes,  hours,  days,  months,  years, 
)rop  the  fat  blessing  of  the  spheres  I 


fail,  . — 

By  day  and  night  on  ^o». . 

May  fortune's  lily  hand 

Open  at  your  command; 
With  all  lucky  hirds,  to  side 
With  the  bridegroom  and  the  bride ! 

XVII. 

Let  bounteous  fate  your  spindles  full 
Fill  and  wind  up  with  whitest  wool ; 
Let  them  not  cut  the  thread 
Of  life,  until  ye  bid ! 
May  death  yet  come  at  last. 
And  not  with  desperate  haste ; 
But  when  ye  both  can  say. 
Come,  let  us  now  away ! 
Be  ye  to  the  bam  then  bom. 
Two,  like  two  ripe  shocks  of  com  f 


CCCXLI. 

CONNUBII     FLORES,     OR     THE    WELLWI 

WEDDINGS. 


ilicn  ^>      ^ncort"^ .  "'  ^^j^  ihe  oin  " 

,»l""".k..<l«."." 
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When  as  her  April  hour  draws  near, 
Be  thou  then  propitious  there  I 


CHO&US  OF  YOUTHS. 


l^ar  hence  be  all  speech  that  may  anger  move : 
Sweet  words  must  nourish  soft  and  gentle  love. 

QBNEKAL  CHORUS. 

Live  in  the  love  of  doves  ;  and,  having  told 
The  ravens'  years,  go  hence  more  ripe  than  old  I 


CCCXLII. 

A  NUPTIAL  VERSE  TO  MISTRESS  ELIZABETH  LEE, 
NOW  LADY  TRACT. 

Spring  with  the  lark,  most  comely  bride,  and  meet 
Your  eager  bridegroom  with  auspicious  feet : 
The  mom's  far  spent,  and  the  immortal  sun 
Carols  his  cheek,  to  see  those  rites  not  done. 
Fie,  lovely  maid  !  indeed  you  are  too  slow, 
When  to  the  temple  love  should  run,  not  go. 
Dispatch  your  dressing  then,  and  quickly  wed, 
Then  feast  and  coy  it  a  little  ;  then  to  bed. 
This  day  is  love's  day,  and  this  busy  night 
Is  yours,  in  which  you  challeng'd  are  to  fight 
With  such  an  arm'd,  but  such  an  %asy  foe, 
As  will,  if  you  yield,  lie  down  conquered  too. 
Tlie  field  is  pitch'd,  but  such  must  be  your  war5. 
As  that  your  kisses  must  outvie  the  stars ; 
Fall  down  together  vanquish'd  both,  and  lie 
Drown*d  in  the  blood  of  rubies  there,  not  die. 
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CCCXLIII. 


A   NUPTIAL   BONO;    OR 
EPITHALAMIUM  ON  SIR  CLIPSEBY  CREW  AND  BIllAtl 

What's  that  we  see  from  far?  the  spring  of  day 
Bloomed  from  the  east ;  or  fair  enjewell'd  May 

Blown  out  of  April ;  or  some  new 

Star  fiU'd  with  glory  to  our  view, 

Reaching  at  heaven, 
To  add  a  nobler  planet  to  the  seven  7 

Say  ;  or  do  we  not  descry 
Some  goddess,  in  a  cloud  of  tiffany 

To  move ;  or  rather  the 

Emergent  Venus  from  the  sea  ? 

'Tis  she,  *tis  she !  or  else  some  more  divine 
Enlighten'd  substance.     Mark  how  from  the  shri 

Of  holy  saints  she  paces  on. 

Treading  upon  vermillion 

And  amber,  spicing 
The  chafed  air  with  fumes  of  paradise! 

Then  come  on,  come  on ;  and  yield 
A  savour  like  unto  a  blessed  field, 

When  the  bedabbled  mom 

Washes  the  golden  ears  oi*  com. 

See  where  she  comes;  and  smell  how  all  the 
Breathes  vineyards  and  pomegranates.     O  h 

As  a  fired  altar  is  each  stone 

Perspiring  pounded  cinnamon. 

The  phoenix  nest. 
Built  up  of  odours,  burneth  in  her  breast. 
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Who  therein  would  not  consume 
soul  to  ash  heaps  in  that  rich  perfume ; 
Bestroking  fate,  the  while 
He  bums  to  embers  on  the  pile  ? 

nen,  O  Hymen  I  tread  the  sacred  ground ; 
w  thy  white  feet,  and  head  with  maijoram 
crown'd ; 
Mount  up  thy  flames ;  and  let  thy  torch 
Display  the  bridegroom  in  the  porch. 

In  his  desires 
re  towering,  more  disparkling  than  thy  fires ; 

Shew  her  how  his  eyes  do  turn 
1  roll  about,  and  in  their  motions  bum 
Their  balls  to  cinders ;  haste 
Or  else  to  ashes  he  will  waste. 

le  by  the  banks  of  virgins  then,  and  pass 
!  showers  of  roses,  lucky  four-leav'd  grass ; 

The  while  the  cloud  of  younglings  sing, 

And  drown  ye  with  a  flowery  spring ; 
While  some  repeat 
tr  praise,  and  bless  you,  sprinkling  you  with  wheat 

While  that  others  do  divine, 
lest  is  the  bride,  on  whom  the  sun  doth  shine ;  '* 
And  thousands  gladly  wish 

You  multiply  as  doth  a  fish. 

I  beauteous  bride,  we  do  confess  you're  wise, 
lealing  forth  these  bashful  jealousies  : 

lu  Love's  name  do  so,  and  a  price 

Set  on  yourself,  by  being  nice. 
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But  yet  take  heed, 
What  now  you  leem,  be  not  the  same  indeed, 

And  turn  apostate :  Love  will 
Part  of  the  way  be  met,  or  sit  stone  stiU. 
On  then,  and  though  you  slow- 
Ly  go,  yet,  howsoever,  go. 

And  now  you're  enter'd,  see  the  coddled  cook 
Runs  from  his  torrid  zone,  to  pry  and  look, 

And  bless  his  dainty  mistress ;  see. 

The  aged  point  out,  This  is  she, 

Who  now  must  sway 
The  house  (love  shield  her)  with  her  Tea  and  Naj 

And  the  smirk  butler  thinks  it 
Sin,  in's  naprie,  not  to  express  his  wit ; 
Each  striving  to  devise 

Some  gin,  wherewith  to  catch  your  eyes. 

To  bed,  to  bed,  kind  turtles,  now,  and  write 
This  the  short' st  day,  and  this  the  longest  night, 

But  yet  too  short  for  you  ;  'tis  we 

Who  count  this  night  as  long  as  three, 
Lying  alone. 
Telling  the  clock  strike  ten,  eleven,  twelve,  one. 

Quickly,  quickly  then  prepare. 
And  let  the  young  men  and  the  bride-maids  share 
Your  garters,  and  their  joints. 

Encircle  with  the  bridegroom's  points. 

By  the  bride's  eyes,  and  by  the  teeming  life 
Of  her  green  hopes,  we  charge  ye,  that  no  strife, 
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Farther  than  gentleness  tends,  gets  place 
Among  ye  striving  for  her  lace. 
O  do  not  fall 
Foul  in  these  noble  pastimes,  lest  ye  call 

Discord  in,  and  so  divide 
The  youthful  bridegroom  and  the  fragrant  bride ; 
Which  love  forefend ;  but  spoken 
Be't  to  your  praise,  no  peace  was  broken. 

Strip  her  of  spring-time,  tender  whimpering  maids. 
Now  Autumn's  come,  when  all  those  flowery  aids 
Of  her  delays  must  end ;  dispose 
That  lady-smock,  that  pansey,  and  that  rose 

Neatly  apart ; 
But  for  prick-madam,  and  for  gentle-heart. 
And  soft  maiden's-blush,  the  bride 
Makes  holy  these,  all  others  lay  aside : 

Then  strip  her,  or  unto  her 
Let  him  come  who  dares  undo  her. 

And,  to  enchant  ye  more,  see  every  where 
About  the  roof  a  syren  in  a  sphere. 

As  we  think,  singing  to  the  din 

Of  many  a  warbling  cherubim ; 
O  mark  ye  how 
The  soul  of  nature  melts  in  numbers ;   now 

See  a  thousand  cupids  fly 
To  light  their  tapers  at  the  bride's  bright  eye  I 
To  bed,  or  her  they'll  tire, 

Were  she  an  element  of  fire. 

And  to  your  more  bewitching,  see  the  proud 
Plump  bed  bear  up,  and  swelling  like  a  cloud, 

k2 
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Tempting  the  two  too  modest ;  can 
You  see  it  brustle  like  a  swan, 

And  you  be  clod 
To  meet  it,  when  it  woos  and  seems  to  fold 

The  arms  to  hug  it ;  throw,  throw 
Yourselves  into  the  mighty  overflow 

Of  that  white  pride,  and  drown* 
The  night,  with  you,  in  floods  of  down. 

The  bed  is  ready,  and  the  maze  of  love 
Looks  for  the  treaders ;  every  where  is  wove 

Wit  and  new  mjrstery  ;  read,  and 

Put  in  practise,  to  understand 

And  know  each  wile* 
Each  hieroglyphic  of  a  kiss  or  smile  ; 

And  do  it  to  the  fitll ;  reach 
High  in  your  conceit,  and  some  way  teach 
Nature  and  Art  one  more 

Play  than  they  ever  knew  before. 

If  needs  we  must,  for  ceremony's  sake, 
Bless  a  sack  posset ;  luck  go  with  it ;  take 

The  night  charm  quickly,  you  have  sp 

And  magics  for  to  end,  and  bells 

To  pass ;  but  such, 
And  of  such  torture,  as  no  one  would  g^rutch 

To  live  therein  for  ever.     Fry 
And  consume,  and  grow  again  to  die. 
And  live,  and  in  that  case 

Love  the  confusion  of  the  place. 

But  since  it  must  be  done,  dispatch,  and  s( 
Up  in  a  sheet  your  bride,  and  what  if  so 
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It  be  with  rock  or  walls  of  brass, 
Ye  tower  ber  up  as  Danae  was ; 

Think  you  that  this, 
bell  itself,  a  powerful  bulwark  is  ? 

I  tell  ye  no  ;  but  like  a 
d  bolt  of  thunder  he  will  make  his  way, 
And  rend  the  cloud,  and  throw 
The  sheet  about  like  flakes  of  snow. 

now  is  hush'd  in  silence ;  midwife  moon, 

:h  all  her  owl-eyed  issue  begs  a  boon 

Which  you  must  grant ;  tluit's  entrance,  with 
Which  extract  all  we  can  call  pith 
And  quintessence 

planetary  bodies ;  so  commence 
All  fair  constellations, 

»king  upon  ye,  that,  that  nations 

Springing  from  two  sucD  hres. 

y  blaze  the  virtue  of  their  sires. 
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II. 


HOW   THE   WALL'FLOWER  CAHE   FIRST, 
AND  WHY  SO  CALLED. 

Why  this  flower  is  now  calPd  so, 
List,  sweet  maids,  and  you  shall  know. 
Understand,  this  firstling  was 
Once  a  brisk  and  bonny  lass. 
Kept  as  close  as  Danae  was ; 
Who  a  sprightly  Springall  lov'd  : 
And  to  have  it  fully  prov'd. 
Up  she  got  upon  a  wall. 
Tempting  down  te  slide  withal ; 
But  the  silken  twist  untied. 
So  she  fell ;  and  bruis'd,  she  dy'd. 
Love,  in  pity  of  the  deed. 
And  her  loving  luckless  speed, 
Tum'd  her  to  this  plant,  we  call 
Now  The  Flower  of  the  Wall. 

K  3 
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III. 

A  PARANiETICAL,  OR  ADVISIVE  VERSE,  TO  HIS  FRIEH 

MR.  JOHN  WICKS. 

Is  this  a  life,  to  break  thy  sleep 
To  rise  as  soon  as  day  doth  peep, 
To  tire  thy  patient  ox  or  ass 
By  noon,  and  let  thy  good  days  pass ; 
Not  knowing  this,  that  Jove  decrees 
Some  mirth,  t'adulce  man's  miseries  ? 
No ;  'tis  a  life  to  have  thine  oil 
Without  extortion  from  thy  soil ; 
Thy  faithful  fields  to  yield  thee  grain, 
Al^ough  with  some,  yet  little  pain ; 
To  have  thy  mind  and  nuptial  bed, 
With  fears  and  cares  uncumbered ; 
A  pleasing  wife,  that  by  thy  side 
Lies  softly  panting  like  a  bride ; 
This  is  to  live,  and  to  endear 
Those  minutes  time  has  lent  us  here. 
Then,  while  fates  suffer,  live  thou  free, 
As  is  that  air  that  circles  thee ; 
And  crown  thy  temples  too ;  and  let 
Thy  servant,  not  thy  own  self,  sweat, 
To  strut  thy  bams  with  sheafs  of  wheat 
Time  steals  away  like  to  a  stream^ 
And  we  glide  hence  away  with  them : 
No  sound  recals  the  hours  once  fled. 
Or  roses,  being  withered ; 
Nor  us,  my  Mend,  when  we  are  lost, 
Like  to  a  dew,  or  melted  frost. 
Then  live  we  mirthful  while  we  shou) 
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jd  turn  the  iron  age  to  gold ; 
^et's  feast  and  frolic,  sing  and  play, 
And  thus  less  last,  than  live  our  day. 
Whose  life  with  care  is  overcast, 
That  man's  not  said  to  live,  but  last ; 
Nor  is' t  a  life,  seven  years  to  tell. 
But  for  to  live  that  half  seven  well ; 
And  that  we'll  do,  as  men  who  know, 
Some  few  sands  spent,  we  hence  must  go. 
Both  to  be  blended  in  the  urn. 
From  whence  there's  never  a  return. 


IV. 
TO   DAISES,   NOT    TO  SHUT   SO   SOON. 

Shut  not  so  soon :  the  dull-ey'd  night 

Has  not  as  yet  begun 
To  make  a  seizure  on  the  light. 

Or  to  seal  up  the  sun. 

No  marigolds  yet  closed  are. 

No  shadows  yet  appear : 
Nor  doth  the  early  shepherd's  star 

Shine  like  a  spangle  here. 

Stay  bat  till  my  Julia  close 

Her  life-begetting  eye ; 
And  let  the  whole  world  then  dispose 

Itself  to  live,  or  die. 
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'ome,  my  Corinna,  come,  and  coming,  mark 
iow  each  field  turns  a  street,  each  street  a  park 

Made  gn^een,  and  trimmed  with  trees ;  see  how 

Devotion  gives  each  house  a  bough. 

Or  branch ;  each  porch,  each  door,  ere  this. 

An  ark,  a  tabernacle  is, 
)(ade  up  of  white-thorn  neatly  interwove ; 
iU  if  here  were  those  cooler  shades  of  love. 

Can  such  delights  be  in  the  street 

And  open  fields,  and  we  not  see  it  ? 

Come,  we'll  abroad,  and  let's  obey 

The  proclamation  made  for  May : 
And  sin  no  more,  as  we  have  done,  by  staying ; 
But,  my  Corinna,  come,  let's  go  a  Maying. 

There's  not  a  budding  boy  or  girl,  this  day, 
But  is  got  up,  and  gone  to  bring  in  May. 

A  deal  of  youth,  ere  this,  is  come 

Back,  and  with  white-thorn,  laden  home. 

Some  have  dispatched  their  cakes  and  cream 

Before  that  we  have  left  to  dream ; 
And  some  have  wept,  and  wooed,  and  plighted  troth, 
And  chose  their  priest,  ere  we  can  cast  off*  sloth  ; 

Many  a  green-gown  has  been  given ; 

Many  a  kiss  both  odd  and  even ; 

Many  a  glance  too  has  been  sent 

From  out  the  eye,  love's  firmament ; 
Many  a  jest  told  of  the  key's  betraying 
rbis  night,  and  locks  picked,  yet  w'are  not  a  Maying. 

!ome,  let  us  go,  while  we  are  in  our  prime, 
lOd  take  the  harmless  folly  of  the  time. 
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We  shall  grow  old  apace  and  die 

Before  we  know  our  liberty. 

Our  life  is  short,  and  our  days  run 

As  fast  away  as  does  the  sun ; 
And  as  a  vapour,  or  a  drop  of  rain 
Once  lost,  can  ne'er  be  found  again ; 

So  when  or  you  or  I  are  made 

A  fable,  song,  or  fleeting  shade ; 

All  love,  all  liking,  all  delight 

Lies  drowned  with  us  in  endless  nighL 
Then  while  time  serves,  and  we  are  but  decaying, 
Come,  my  Corinna,  come,  let's  go  a  Maying. 


VI. 

THE   MEADOW  VERSE, 

0&  ANNIVE&8A&T  OF   M&8.   B&IDOET  LOWMAV. 

Come  with  the  spring-time  forth,  fair  maid ;  and  be 

This  year  again  the  meadow's  deity : 

Yet,  ere  ye  enter,  give  us  leave  to  set 

U^on  your  head  this  flow'ry  coronet : 

To  msdce  this  neat  distinction  from  the  rest, 

You  are  the  prime  and  princess  of  the  feast. 

To  which  with  silver  feet  lead  you  the  way. 

While  sweet- breath  nymphs  attend  on  you  this  day : 

This  is  your  hour ;  and  best  you  may  command. 

Since  you  are  lady  of  this  fairy  land : 

Full  mirth  wait  on  you ;  and  such  mirth  as  shall 

Cherish  the  cheek,  but  make  none  blush  at  all ! 
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VIL 

A  COUNTRY    LIFE; 
TO  HIS  BBOTHSK,  M.  THO.  HXKKICK. 

lurice,  and  above  blest,  my  soul's  half,  art  thou, 

In  thy  both  last  and  better  vow ; 
ould'st  leave  the  city,  for  exchange,  to  see 

The  country's  sweet  simplicity ; 
.nd  it  to  know  and  practice,  with  intent 

To  grow  the  sooner  innocent; 
y  studying  to  know  virtue,  and  to  aim 

More  at  her  nature  than  her  name ; 
lie  last  is  but  the  least,  the  first  doth  tell 

Ways  less  to  live  than  to  live  well ; 
.nd  both  are  known  to  thee,  who  now  can'st  live 

Led  by  thy  conscience,  to  give 
ustice  to  some-pleased  nature,  and  to  show 

Wisdom  and  she  together  go, 
.nd  keep  one  centre ;  this  with  that  conspires 

To  teach  man  to  confine  desires, 
.nd  know  that  riches  have  their  proper  stint 

In  the  contented  mind,  not  mint ; 
.nd  can'st  instruct  that  those  who  have  the  itch 

Of  craving  more  are  never  rich, 
hese  things  thuu  knowest  to  the  height,  and  do^t 
prevent 

That  plague,  because  thou  art  content 
iTith  that  Heaven  gave  thee  with  a  weary  hand, 

(More  blessed  in  thy  brass  than  land) 
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To  keep  cheap  Nature  even  and  upright; 

To  cool,  not  cocker  appetite. 
Thus  thou  canst  tearcely  live  to  satisfy 

The  belly  chiefly,  not  the  eye ; 
Keeping  the  barking  stomach  wisely  quiet, 

Less  with  a  neat  than  needful  diet. 
But  that  which  most  makes  sweet  a  country  life, 

Is  the  fruition  of  a  wife. 
Whom,  stars  consenting  with  thy  fate,  thou  hast 

Got  not  so  beautiful  as  chaste  ; 
By  whose  warm  side  thou  dost  securely  sleep. 

While  love  the  sentinel  doth  keep, 
With  those  deeds  done  by  day  which  ne'er  affrigiit 

Thy  silken  slumbers  in  the  night 
Nor  has  the  darkness  power  to  usher  in 

Fear  to  those  sheets  that  know  no  sin. 
But  still  thy  wife,  by  chaste  intentions  led. 

Gives  thee  each  night  a  maidenhead. 
The  damask  meadows  and  the  pebbly  streams 

Sweeten  and  make  soft  your  dreams ; 
The  purling  springs,  groves,  birds,  and  well  wea?' 
bowers, 

With  fields  enamelled  with  flowers. 
Present  their  shapes,  while  phantasy  discloses 

Millions  of  Lilies  mixt  with  Roses. 
Then  dream  ye  hear  the  lamb  by  many  a  bleat 

Woo'd  to  come  suck  the  milky  teat ; 
While  Faunus  in  the  vision  comes,  to  keep 

From  ravening  wolves,  the  fleecy  sheep. 
With  thousand  such  enchanting  dreams,  that  meet 

To  make  sleep  not  so  sound,  as  sweet ; 
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Nor  can  these  figures  so  thy  rest  endear, 

As  not  to  rise  when  Chanticleer 
'Warns  the  last  watch,  but  with  the  dawn  dost  rise 

To  work,  but  first  to  sacrifice; 
Making  thy  peace  with  heaven  for  some  late  fault, 

With  holy-meal  and  spirting  salt ; 
Which  done,  thy  painful  thumb  this  sentence  tell  us, 

"  Jove  for  our  labour  all  things  sells  us." 
Kor  are  thy  daily  and  devout  affairs, 

Attended  with  those  desperate  caios 
The  industrious  merchant  has,  who  for  to  find 

Gold,  runneth  to  the  Western  Indo, 
And  back  again ;  tortured  with  fears,  doth  fly. 

Untaught  to  suffer  poverty ; 
But  thou  at  home,  blest  with  securest  ease, 

Sittest,  and  believest  that  there  be  sens, 
And  watry  dangers,  ^^hile  thy  whither  hap 
But  sees  these  tilings  within  thy  map ; 
And  viewing  them  with  a  more  safe  survey, 

Makest  easy  fear  unto  thee  say, 
"A  heart  thrice  walled  with  oak  and  brass,  'liat  man 

Had,  first  durst  plough  the  ocean." 
Bat  thou  at  home,  without  or  tide  or  gale, 

Canst  in  thy  map  securely  sail ; 
Seeing  those  painted  countries,  and  so  guess 
By  those  fine  shades,  their  substances ; 
And  from  thy  compass  taking  small  advice, 

Bu^est  travel  at  the  lowest  price ; 
Nor  are  thine  ears  so  deaf  but  thou  canst  hear, 

Far  more  with  wonder  than  with  fear, 
Fame  tell  of  states,  of  countries,  courts,  and  kings ; 
And  believe  there  be  such  things ; 


CMr  the  Cmtor,  (hoold  he 
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II. 


HOW   THE   WALL>FLOWER  CAME   FIRST, 
AND  WHY  SO  CALLED. 

Why  this  flower  is  now  calPd  so, 
List,  sweet  maids,  and  you  shall  know. 
Understand,  this  firstling  was 
Once  a  brisk  and  bonny  lass. 
Kept  as  close  as  Danae  was ; 
Who  a  sprightly  Springall  lov'd  : 
And  to  have  it  fully  prov'd, 
Up  she  got  upon  a  wall, 
Tempting  down  te  slide  withal ; 
But  the  silken  twist  untied, 
So  she  fell ;  and  bruis'd,  she  dy'd. 
Love,  in  pity  of  the  deed, 
And  her  loving  luckless  speed, 
Tum'd  her  to  this  plant,  we  call 
Now  The  Flower  of  the  Wall. 

K  3 
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VIII. 
A    BUCOLIC,   OR   DISCOURSE   OF  NEAT-HERDl 

1.  Come,  blitheful  neat-herds,  let  us  lay 
A  wager,  who  the  best  shall  play, 
Of  thee,  or  I,  the  roundelay, 

That  fits  the  business  of  the  day. 

CHORUS. 

And  Lallage  the  judge  shall  be. 
To  give  the  prize  to  thee  or  me. 

2.  Content,  begin,  and  I  will  bet 

A  heifer  smooth,  and  black  as  jet, 
In  every  part  alike  complete. 
And  wanton  as  a  kid  as  yet. 

CHO&UI. 

And  Lallage,  with  cow-like  eyes, 
Shall  be  disposeress  of  the  prize. 

1.  Against  thy  heifer  I  will  here 
Lay  to  thy  stake  a  lusty  steer, 

With  gilded  horns  and  burnish'd  dear. 

CHO&US. 

Why  then  begin,  and  let  us  hear 
The  soft,  the  sweet,  the  mellow  note 
That  gently  purls  from  cither's  oat 

2.  The  stakes  are  laid ;  let's  now  apply 
Each  one  to  make  his  melody ; 

LALLAGE. 

The  equal  empire  shall  be  I, 

Who'll  hear,  and  so  judge  righteously. 

CHORUS. 

Much  time  is  spent  in  prate ;  begin, 

And  sooner  play,  the  sooner  win.     [He  playt. 
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And  turn  the  iron  age  to  gold ; 
Let's  feast  and  frolic,  sing  and  play, 
And  thus  less  last,  than  live  our  day. 
Whose  life  with  care  is  overcast. 
That  man's  not  said  to  live,  but  last ; 
Nor  is't  a  life,  seven  years  to  tell, 
But  for  to  live  that  half  seven  well ; 
And  that  we'll  do,  as  men  who  know. 
Some  few  sands  spent,  we  hence  must  go, 
Both  to  be  blended  in  the  urn. 
From  whence  there's  never  a  return. 


IV. 
TO   DAISES,   NOT    TO  SHUT   SO   SOON. 

Shut  not  so  soon :  the  dull-ey'd  night 

Has  not  as  yet  begun 
To  make  a  seizure  on  the  light. 

Or  to  seal  up  the  sun. 

No  marigolds  yet  closed  are. 

No  shadows  yet  appear : 
Nor  doth  the  early  shepherd's  star 

Shine  like  a  spangle  here. 

Stay  but  till  my  Julia  close 

Her  life-begetting  eye ; 
And  let  the  whole  world  then  dispose 

Itself  to  live,  or  die. 
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IX. 
HIS  TEARS    TO  THAMA8IS. 

I  send,  J  send  here  my  supremest  kisSi 

To  thee,  my  silver-footed  Thamasis : 

No  more  shall  I  reiterate  thy  strand. 

Whereon  so  many  stately  structures  stand ; 

Nor  in  the  summer's  sweeter  evenings  g^. 

To  bathe  in  thee,  as  thousand  others  do ; 

No  more  shall  I  along  thy  crystal  glide 

In  barge,  with  boughs  and  rushes  beautified, 

With  soft  smooth  virgins,  for  our  chaste  disport. 

To  Richmond,  Kingston,  and  to  Hampton  Coart: 

Never  again  shall  I  with  finny  oar 

Put  from,  or  draw  unto  the  faithful  shore ; 

And  landing  here,  or  safely  landing  there, 

Make  way  to  my  beloved  Westminster ; 

Or  to  the  golden  Cheapside,  where  the  earth 

Of  Julia  Herrick  gave  to  me  my  birth. 

May  all  clean  nymphs  and  curious  water  dames. 

With  swan  like  state,  float  up  and  down  thy  streami; 

No  drought  upon  thy  wanton  waters  fall, 

To  make  them  lean  and  languishing  at  all ; 

No  ruffling  winds  come  hither  to  disease 

Thy  pure  and  silver-wristed  Naides. 

Keep  up  your  state,  ye  streams ;  and  as  ye  spring, 

Never  make  sick  your  banks  by  surfeiting; 

Grow  young  with  tides ,  and  though  I  see  ye  never. 

Receive  this  vow ;  so  fare  ye  well  for  ever. 
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7COLIC  BETWEEN   TWO;   LACON  AVD  THTRSIflL 

LACOH. 

For  a  kiss  or  two,  confess, 
What  doth  cause  this  pensiveness 
Thou  most  lovely  neat-herdess  ? 
Why  so  bnely  on  the  hiU ; 
Why  thy  pipe  by  thee  so  still, 
That  ere  while  was  heard  so  shrill  ? 

Tell  me,  do  thy  kine  now  fail 

To  fulfil  the  milking-pail  ? 

Say  what  is't  that  thou  do'st  aU  t 

THTMtl. 

None  of  these ;  but  out,  alas ! 
A  mischance  is  come  to  pass. 
And  I'll  tell  thee  what  it  was : 
See,  mine  eyes  are  weeping  ripe. 

LAOOV. 

TeU,  and  I'll  lay  down  my  pipe. 

THTEIII. 

I  have  lost  my  lovely  steer, 
That  to  me  was  far  more  dear 
Than  these  kine  which  I  milk  here ; 
Broad  of  forehead,  large  of  eye, 
Party  colour'd  like  a  pie, 
Smooth  in  each  limb  as  a  die ; 


Sharply  pointea  tu>  w 

With  a  neck  by  yoke  unworn, 

From  the  which  hung  down  by  strings, 

Balls  of  (A)W8lip8,  daisy  rings, 

Interplac'd  with  ribbanings ; 

Faultless  every  way  for  shape. 

Not  a  straw  could  him  escape, 

Ever  gamesome  as  an  ape. 

But  yet  harmless  as  a  sheep. 

Pardon,  Lacon,  if  I  weep ; 

Tears  will  spring  where  woes  are  deep. 

Now,  ah  me !  ah  me  I     Last  night 

Came  a  mad  dog,  and  did  bite, 

I,  and  kiird  my  dear  delight 

Alack,  for  grief! 

THT&fXi. 

But  I'll  be  brief. 

Hence  I  must,  for  time  doth  call 
Me,  and  my  sad  playmates  all. 
To  his  ev'ning  funeral. 

^-^^cr.  Lacon  ;  so  adieu ! 


Leas  happy,  leas  enjoying  thee. 

'rimu  never  plough'!  t  ihe  oceun'B  fotim 

To  Beek  and  bring  pugb  pepper  honie; 

Nor  to  the  Eastern    '>d  doat  rove 

To  bring  ftom  them     the  scorched  tlose  , 

Noi,  with  the  losa  o:  ov'd  rest, 

Bring'st  home  Ihe  it  -ii  the  west; 

No,  thy  ambitiao's  i  liece 

Flies  no  thought  ht(      .        n  n  fleece; 

Or  how  tn  pay  thy  1     da,  o.id  clear 

All  scores,  and  bo  U,  ^ail  ths  year : 

But  walk's!  about  tL<Qe  own  dear  hounds, 

Not  envying  others'  larger  grounds  ; 

For  well  thou  koow'sC,  'ds  not  ihe  extent 

or  land  makes  life,  hnt  sneet  conieitl. 

^Vhe^  now  the  cock,  the  plough-man's  hori 

Calls  forth  the  lily-wristed  morn  ; 

Then  to  thy  corn-fields  thon  dost  go,  ' 

Which,  though  well  aoil'd,  yet  thou  dual  ki 

That  the  best  compost  for  the  lands 

f  s  the  wise  master's  feel  and  hands : 

There  at  the  plough  thou  lind'al  thy  team, 


Tlia  donei'dien  to  tuc  ^^ 
Thou  go'it,  and  u  tbf  foot  ttiere  treaiM, 
Thou  leett  ■  pretent  God-like  power 
Imprinted  in  each  herb  and  Sower ; 
And  iineU'it  the  bresth  of  grrat^y'd  Id 
Sweet  u  the  bloncmw  ot  the  vine: 
Heie  thou  behold'it  thj  luge  kledi  dm 
Unto  the  dew-laps  up  in  meat  | 
And  M  thou  look'st,  the  wanton  •loer. 
The  heifer,  cow,  ud  ox  draw  near. 
To  make  a  pleasing  pastime  there ; 
Theae  aeen,  thou  go'at  to  view  Ihp  floek 
Of  sheep,  aife  from  the  wolf  and  fox. 
And  find'it  their  belliea  there  ai  bill 
Of  ahoit  awaetgraaa,  aa  baeka.with  woo 
And  leaT'at  them,  as  the;  feed  and  fill, 
A  ghephcFd  piping  on  ■  hill. 
For  sports,  I«  pageantrj,  sad  plk;*. 
Thou  hast  thy  eiei  and  boUdajs ; 
On  which  the  young  men  and  maida  r 
To  exercise  their  dancing  leet. 
Tripping  the  comely  country  round, 
With  dsfibdils  snd  daisies  croim'd^ 
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And  queens,  thy  Christmas  revellings, 
^7  nut-brown  mirth,  thy  russet  wit, 
4iid  no  man  pays  too  dear  for  it : 
fo  these  thou  hast  thy  times  to  go 
And  trace  the  har&  i'  th'  treacherous  snow; 
Thy  witty  wiles  to  draw,  and  get 
He  lark  into  the  trammel  net ; 
Thou  hast  thy  cockrood  and  thy  glade 
To  take  the  precious  pheasant  made ; 
Thy  lime-twigs,  snares,  and  pit-fedls  then 
To  catch  the  pilfering  birds,  not  men. 
O  happy  life !  if  that  their  good 
The  husbandmen  but  understood ; 
Who  all  the  day  themselves  do  please. 
And  yoonglingSy  with  such  spcHts  as  these ; 
And,  lying  down,  hawe  nought  t'  affiight 
Sweet  sleep,  that  makes  more  short  the  night. 
Cmieradesmmt 


XII. 

HOW  VIOLETS  CAME  BLUE. 

Love  on  a  day,  wise  poets  tell. 
Some  time  in  wrai^ng  spent. 

Whether  the  violets  should  excel. 
Or  she,  in  sweetest  scent. 

But  Venus  having  lost  the  day. 
Poor  giAs,  she  fell  on  you. 

And  beat  ye  so,  as  some  dare  say. 
Her  blows  did  make  ye  Uoe. 
l2 
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XIII. 


THE  HOCK-CART,  OR  HARVEST'HOME. 

VO  TKX   KISHT  HOHOKABLE    MII.DMAT,   KARL  01 
WZ8TMOKEI.AMD. 

Come  sons  of  summer ;  by  whose  toil 

We  are  the  lords  of  wine,  and  oil ; 

By  whose  tough  labours,  and  rough  hands, 

We  rip  up  first,  then  reap  our  lands : 

Crown' d  with  the  ears  ef  corn,  now  come. 

And  to  the  pipe  sing  harvest  home. 

Come  forth,  my  lord,  and  see  the  cart 

Drest  up  with  all  the  country  art : 

See  here  a  maukin  ;  there  a  sheet 

As  spotless,  pure,  as  it  is  sweet ; 

The  horses,  mares,  and  frisking  fillies. 

Clad  all  in  linen  white  as  lilies ; 

The  harvest  swains,  and  wenches  bound 

For  joy,  to  see  the  hock-cart  crown'd: 

About  the  cart,  hear,  how  the  rout 

Of  rural  younglings  raise  the  shout, 

Pressing  before,  some  coming  after. 

Those  with  a  shout,  and  these  with  laughter 

Some  bless  the  cart,  some  kiss  the  sheaves, 

Some  prank  them  up  with  oaken  leaves ; 

Some  cross  the  fill-horse,  some  with  great 

Devotion  stroke  the  home- borne  wheat ; 

While  other  rustics,  less  attent 

To  prayers  than  to  merriment, 

Run  after  with  their  breeches  rent. 

Well,  on,  brave  boys,  to  your  lord's  hearth, 

Glitt'ring  with  fire,  where,  for  yoiu*  mirth, 
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Ye  shall  see  first  the  large  and  chief 

Foundation  of  your  feast,  fat  beef; 

With  upper  stories,  mutton,  veal, 

And  bacon,  which  makes  full  the  meal; 

With  sev'ral  dishes  standing  by, 

Aa  here  a  custard,  there  a  pie. 

And  here  all-tempting  firumenty : 

And,  for  to  make  the  merry  cheer. 

If  smirking  wine  be  wanting  here. 

There's  that  which  drowns  all  care,  stout  beer ; 

Which  freely  drink  to  your  Lord's  health. 

Then  to  the  plough  the  commonwealth ; 

Next  to  your  flails,  your  fanes,  your  fats. 

Then  to  the  maids  with  wheaten  hats. 

To  the  rough  sickle,  and  the  crook' d  scythe, 

Drink,  frolic  boys,  till  all  be  blithe  : 

Feed,  and  grow  fat ;  and,  as  ye  eat, 

Be  mindful  that  the  laboring  neat. 

As  you,  may  have  their  full  of  meat : 

And  know,  besides,  ye  must  revoke 

The  patient  ox  unto  the  yoke ; 

And  all  go  back  unto  the  plough 

And  harrow,  though  they're  hang'd  up  now : 

And,  you  must  know  your  lord's  word's  true, 

*'  Feed  him  ye  must,  whose  food  fills  you : " 

And  that  this  pleasure  is  like  rain. 

Not  sent  ye  for  to  drown  your  pain. 

But  for  to  make  it  spring  again. 
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XIV. 
HIS  AGE. 

DEDICATED  TO  HIS  PXCVLIAB  VKXEVD,    MB..  JOHV  WIC 
WDEK  THE  KAMS  Or  TOnBJTMOVB, 

Ah,  Posthumous  I  our  years  hence  fly, 
And  leave  no  sound :  nor  piety, 

Or  prayers,  or  vow, 
Can  keep  the  wrinkle  f^om  the  brow ; 

But  we  must  on. 
As  fate  does  lead  or  draw  us.    None, 
None,  Posthumous,  could  e'er  decline 
The  doom  of  cruel  Proserpine. 

The  pleasing  wife,  the  house,  the  ground 
Must  all  be  left ;  no  one  plant  found 

To  follow  thee. 
Save  only  the  curs' d  cypress  tree. 

A  merry  mind 
Looks  forward,  scorns  what's  left  behind : 
Lets  live,  my  Wickes,  then,  while  we  may ; 
And  here  enjoy  our  holiday. 

We've  seen  the  past,  best  times ;  and  these 
Will  ne'er  return :  we  see  the  seas. 

And  moons  to  wane  ; 
But  they  fill  up  their  ebbs  again : 

But  vanish'd  man, 
Like  to  a  lily  lost,  ne'er  can. 
Ne'er  can,  repuUulate,  or  bring 
His  days  to  see  a  second  spring. 
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But  on  we  must ;  and  thither  tend 
Where  Ancus,  and  rich  Tullus  blena 

Their  sacred  seed : 
Thus  has  infernal  Jove  decreed : 

We  must  be  made 
Ere  long  a  song,  ere  long  a  shade. 
Why  then,  since  life  to  us  is  short, 
Lets  make  it  full  up  by  our  sport. 

Crown  we  our  heads  with  roses  then. 
And  'noint  with  Syrian  balm ;  for  when. 

We  two  are  dead, 
The  world  with  us  is  buried : 

Then  live  we  free 
As  is  the  air,  and  let  us  be 
Our  own  fair  wind,  and  mark  each  one 
Day  with  the  white  and  lucky  stone. 

We  are  not  poor ;  although  we  have 
No  roofs  of  cedar,  nor  our  brave 

Bai»,  nor  keep 
Account  of  such  a  flock  of  sheep. 

Nor  bullocks  fed 
To  lard  the  shambles ;  barbies  bred 
To  kiss  our  hands  ;  nor  do  we  wish 
For  Pollio's  lampries  in  our  dish. 

If  we  can  meet,  and  so  confer 
Both  by  a  shining  saltcellar ; 

And  have  our  roof, 
Although  not  arch'd,  yet  weather-proof; 

And  ceiling  free 
From  that  cheap  candle-bawdry  ; 
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We'll  eat  our  bean  with  tihat  full  mirtl^ 
Aa  we  were  lorda  of  all  the  earth. 

Well  then ;  on  what  seas  we  are  tost, 
Our  comfort  is,  we  can't  be  lost : 

Let  the  winds  drive 
Our  bark,  yet  she  will  keep  alive 

Amidst  the  deeps : 
'Tis  constancy,  my  Wickes,  which  keeps 
The  pinnace  up  ;  which,  though  she  eirs 
I'th'  seas,  she  saves  her  passengers. 

Say,  we  must  part ;  sweet  mercy  bless 
Us  both  i'th'  sea,  camp,  wilderness ! 

Can  we  so  far 
Stray,  to  become  less  circular 

Than  we  are  now  f 
>io,  no ;  that  selfsame  heart,  that  vow 
Which  made  us  one  shall  ne'er  undo. 
Or  ravel,  so  to  make  us  two. 

Live  in  thy  peace  ;  as  for  myself. 
When  I  am  bruised  on  the  shelf 

Of  time,  and  show 
My  locks  behung  with  frost  and  snow ; 

When  with  the  rheum, 
The  cough,  the  phthsick,  I  consume 
Unto  an  almost  nothing ;  then 
The  ages  fled  I'll  call  again  ; 

And  with  a  tear  compare  these  last 
Lame,  and  bad  times  with  those  are  pas^ 
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While  Baucis  by, 
My  old  lean  wife,  shall  kies  it  dry : 

And.  80  we'll  sit 
By  the  fire,  foretelling  snow,  and  sleet, 
And  weather,  by  our  aches,  grown 
Now  old  enough  to  be  our  own 

True  calendars ;  as  puss's  ear 

Wash'd  o'er's,  to  tell  what  change  is  near. 

Then,  to  assuage 
The  gripings  of  the  chine  by  age, 

I'll  call  my  young 
lulus  to  sing  such  a  song 
I  made  upon  my  Julia's  breast. 
And  of  her  blush  at  such  a  feast : 

Then  shall  he  read  that  flow'r  of  mine 
Inclos'd  within  a  crystal  shrine ; 

A  primrose  next : 
A  piece  then  of  a  higher  text, 

For  to  beget 
In  me  a  more  transcendant  heat. 
Than  that  insinuating  fire 
Which  creptinto  each  aged  sire. 

When  the  fair  Helen  from  her  eyes 
Shot  forth  her  loving  sorceries ; 

At  which  I'll  rear 
Mine  aged  limbs  above  my  chair; 

And,  hearing  it. 
Flutter  and  crow,  as  in  a  fit 
Of  fresh  concupiscence,  and  cry, 
•*  No  lust  there's  like  to  poetry ! " 

l3 
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Thus  frantic  eraxy  man,  God  wot ! 
I'll  call  to  mind  things  half  forgot ; 

And  oft  between 
Repeat  the  times  that  I  have  seen. 

Thus  ripe  with  tears. 
And  twisting  my  lulus'  hairs, 
Doting  I'll  weep  and  say,  in  truth, 
"  Baucis,  these  were  my  sins  of  youth. 
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Then  next  I'll  cause  my  hopeful  lad. 
If  a  wUd  apple  can  be  had. 

To  crown  the  hearth ; 
Larr  thus  conspiring  with  our  mirth ; 

Then  to'  infuse 
Our  browner  ale  into  the  cruse. 
Which  sweetly  spic'd,  we'll  first  carouse 
Unto  the  genius  of  the  house ; 

Then  the  next  health  to  friends  of  mine. 
Loving  the  brave  Burgundian  wine, 

High  sons  of  pith, 
Whose  fortunes  I  have  frolick'd  with. 

Such  aJ9  could  weU 
Bear  up  the  magic  bough  and  spell. 
And,  dancing  'bout  the  mystic  thyrse. 
Give  up  the  just  applause  to  verse. 

To  those,  and  then  again  to  thee 
We'll  drink,  my  Wickes  ;  until  we  be 

Plump  as  the  cherry, 
Though  not  so  fresh,  yet  full  as  merry 

As  the  cricket. 
The  unt.im'd  heifer,  or  the  pricket ; 
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Until  our  tongues  shall  tell  our  ears, 
We're  younger  by  a  score  of  years : 

Thus,  'till  we  see  the  fire  less  shine 
From  th'  embers  than  the  kitling's  eyne, 

We'll  stUl  sit  up, 
Sphering  about  the  wassail  cup 

To  all  those  times 
Which  gave  me  honour  for  my  rhymes  : 
The  coal  once  spent,  we'll  then  to  bed, 
Far  more  than  night  be  wearied. 


XV. 

TO  CHERRY  BLOSSOMS. 

Ye  may  simper,  blush,  and  smile, 
And  perfume  the  air  awhile  ; 
But,  sweet  things,  ye  must  be  gone ; 
Fruit,  ye  know,  is  coming  on : 
Then,  ah !  then,  where  is  your  grace, 
When  as  cherries  come  in  place  ? 

XVI. 
HOW   ROSES   CAME   RED. 

'Tis  said  as  Cupid  danc'd  among 
The  gods,  he  down  the  nectar  flung ; 
Which,  on  the  white  rose  being  shed, 
Made  it  for  ever  after  red. 


Ye  have  been  fresh,  and  green ; 

Ye  have  been  fill'd  with  flow'rs ; 
And  ye  the  walks  have  been. 

Where  maids  have  spent  their  koum 

You  have  beheld,  how  they 
With  wicker  arks  did  come, 

To  kiss  and  bear  away 
The  richer  cowslips  home. 

You*ve  heard  them  sweetly  sing. 
And  seen  them  in  a  round ; 

Each  virgin  like  a  spring, 
With  honeysuckles  crown' d. 

t 

But  now  we  see  none  here. 
Whose  silvery  feet  did  tread, 

And  with  dishevell'd  hair  ^ 

Adorn'd  this  smoother  mead. 

•    — -^ner  snPnt' 
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XVIII. 

A    PASTORAL    UPON    THE    BIRTH    OF    PRINCE    CHARLES, 

FKSSEWTBD  TO  THE  KIKO,  AKB  8BT  BT  MR.   NIC. 

LAHIEIIE. 

The  Speakers^  MirtillOy  AmintcUf  and  Amarillis. 

Amin.  Good  day,  Mirtillo.     Mirt,  And  to  you   no 
less; 
And  all  fair  signs  led  on  our  shepherdess. 

Amar.  With  all  white  luck  to  you.     MirU  But  say, 

What  news 
Stirs  in  our  sheep-walk  ?    Amin.  None,  save  that  my 

ewes, 
My  wethers,  lambs,  and  wanton  kids  are  well, 
Smooth,  fair,  and  fat,  none  better  I  can  tell : 
Or  that  this  day  Menalchas  keeps  a  feast 
For  his  sheep-shearers.     MirU  These  things  are  the 

least 
But  dear- Amintas,  and  sweet  Amarillis, 
Rest  but  a  while  here  by  this  bank  of  lilies ; 
And  lend  a  gentle  care  to  one  report 
The  country  has.  Amin.  From  whence  ?     Amar.  From 

whence  ?  Mirt.  The  Court. 
Three  days  before  the  shutting  in  of  May, 
fWith  whitest  wool  be  ever  crowned  that  day !) 
To  all  our  joy  a  sweet  fac'd  child  was  born. 
More  tender  than  the  childhood  of  the  morn. 

Owr.    Pan  pipe  to  him,  and  bleats  of  lambs  and 
sheep. 
Let  lullaby  the  pretty  prince  asleep. 


i  day  was  sex,.. 

the  wise  men's  torch,  whicu  g^. 
sweet  babe,  when  bom  at  Bethlehem ; 
Iden  angels,  some  have  told  to  me, 
:  his  birth  with  heavenly  ministrelsy. 
O  rare !  But  is  it  a  trespass,  if  we  three 
end  along  his  babyship  to  see  ? 

Not   so,  not  so.     Chor.  But  if  it  chance  to 
prove 

it  a  fault,  it  is  but  a  fault  of  love. 
ir.  But  dear  Mirtillo,  I  have  heard  it  told, 
learned  men   brought   incense,   myrrh,   and 
gold, 
1  countries  far,  with  store  of  spices  sweet, 
laid  them  down  for  offerings  at  his  feet. 
irt.  'Tis  true,  indeed;  and  each  of  us  will  bring 
0  our  smiling  and  our  blooming  Ring, 
eat,  though  not  so  great  an  offering. 
imar.  A  garland  for  my  gift  shall  be, 
flowers  ne'er  sucked  by  the  thieving  bee ; 
id  all  most  sweet,  yet  all  less  sweet  than  he. 
Amin,  And  I  will  bear  along  with  you 
eaves  dropping  down  the  honeyed  dew, 
•^^nfts,  as  sweet  as  new. 

''  will  bestow 
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XIX. 

A    PANfiYGERIC    TO   SIR   LEWIS   PEMBKRTON. 

Till  I  shall  come  again,  let  this  suffice, 

I  send  my  salt,  my  sacrifice 
To  thee,  thy  lady,  younglings,  and  as  far 

As  to  thy  genius  and  thy  larr ; 
To  the  worn  threshold,  porch,  hall,  parlour,  kitchen, 

The  fat-fed  smoking  temple,  which  in 
The  wholesome  savour  of  thy  mighty  chines, 

Invites  to  supper  him  who  dines. 
Where  laden  spits,  warp'd  with  large  ribs  of  beef, 

Not  represent,  but  give  relief 
To  the  lank  stranger  and  the  sour  swain, # 

Where  both  may  feed  and  come  again ; 
For  no  black-bearded  vigil  from  thy  door 

Beats  with  a  button'd-staff  the  poor; 
But  from  thy  warm  love  -hatching  gates,  each  may 

Take  friendly  morsels,  and  there  stay 
To  sun  his  thin-clad  members,  if  he  likes, 

For  thou  no  porter  keep'st  who  strikes. 
No  comer  to  thy  roof  his  guest-rite  wants ; 

Or,  staying  there,  is  scourg'd  with  taunts 
Of  some  rough  groom,  who,  yirk*d  with  corns,  says,  Sir, 

You've  dipt  too  long  i'th'  vinegar ; 
And  with  our  broth  and  bread  and  bits.  Sir  friend. 

You've  fared  well,  pray  make  an  end ; 
7  wo  days  you've  larded  here ;  a  third,  you  know. 

Makes  guests  and  fish  smell  strong;  pray  go 
Y  ou  to  some  other  chimney,  and  there  take 

Essay  of  other  giblets ;  make 


y  [he  nrmsful,  with  a  bread  unhid, 
i  [he  Did  race  of  tnankind  did, 
cither's  heart,  and  either's  hanil  di 


ic  [he  1 


■t  relali 


Of  ancient  honesty,  may  boast 
keeps  a  growth  in  Ihee,  and  so  will  rur 
A  course  in  tliy  fame's  pledge,  ihy  s( 
us,  like  a  Roman  Tribiuie.  thou  [by  ge 

Katly  seta  ope  In  feast,  and  kte ; 

Eepiii^  no  currish  wsiter  to  aflright. 

With  blasting  eye,  the  appetite, 

e  upon  thy  catea,  I 
[ure  markelh  what 
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1  tbou,  like  to  that  hospitable  god, 

Jove,  joy'st  when  guests  make  their  abode 
eat  thy  bullock's  thighs,  thy  veals,  thy  fat 

Wethers,  and  never  grudged  at. 
i  pheasant,  partridge,  godwit,  reeve,  ruff,  rail. 

The  cock,  the  curlew,  and  the  quail ; 
»e.  and  thy  choicest  viands  do  extend 

Their  taste  unto  the  lower  end 
thy  glad  table ;  not  a  dish  more  known 

To  thee,  than  unto  any  one ; 
;  as  thy  meat,  so  thy  immortal  wine 

Makes  the  smirk  face  of  each  to  shine, 
1  spring  fresh  rosebuds,  while  the  salt,  the  wit 

Flows  from  the  wine,  and  graces  it ; 
ile  reverr  ice,  waiting  .*t  the  bashful  board. 

Honours  my  lady  and  my  lord, 
scurrile  jest,  no  open  scene  is  laid 

Here,  for  tc  make  the  face  afrai  J ; 
t  temp'rate  uiirth  dealt  forth,  and  so  ul-':reet- 

Ly,  that  it  makes  the  meat  more  sweet, 
d  adds  perfumes  unto  the  wine,  which  thou 

Do'st  rather  pour  forth,  than  allow 
cruse  and  measure ;  thus  devoting  wine 

As  the  Canary  isles  were  thine ; 
t  with  that  wisdom  and  that  method,  as 

No  one  that's  there  his  guilty  glass 
inks  of  distemper,  or  has  cause  to  cry 

Repentance  to  his  liberty. 
,  thou  know' St  order,  ethics,  and  has  read 

All  economics,  know'st  to  lead 
louse-dance  neatly,  and  can'st  truly  show 

How  far  a  figure  ought  to  go, 


■jnvard  or  backward,  aidcwanl,  and  w 
Can  Eivc,  and  wbit  reirael  a  grao 
Lire,  courtship,  coinvliaesg  af 
those  thy  primitiis  decieei, 
bBialence  lo  Ihy  houae,  and  | 
What  genii  support  thy  roof, 

Fnr  these,  and  mirblci  buve  their 


k  is  which  builds  'gainst  late  to  8 

h  is  thy  hD 

use,  whose  fitm  foundal 

(bee  than  in  her  dust, 

tcpihi  thes 

e  last  may  yield,  and  yt 

When  whi 

It  lE  .irongly  built,  no  e, 

fiiwning  ru| 

[Jture  can  the  same  devr 

But  fix'd  i 

It  Btaiids,  by  her  owti  pc 

1  welt-laid  1 

joltora,  on  llie  iron  aud 

VVhith  tri. 

1  ram  of  tin 

le,  and  by  veitation  groi 

The  sicoitt 

{BT.     Virtue  dies  when 
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cr  which  their  cries  might  beat  against  thine  ears, 

Or  in  the  damp  jet  read  their  tears, 
(o  plank  from  hallowed  altar  does  appeal 

To  yond'  Star-chamber,  or  does  seal 
K  curse  to  thee,  or  thine  ;  but  all  things  even 

Make  for  thy  peace,  and  pace  to  heaven. 
So  on  directly  so,  as  just  men  may, 

A  thousand  times,  more  swear,  than  say, 
Fhis  u  that  princely  Pemberton,  who  can 

Teach  man  to  keep  a  God  in  man ; 
Iknd  when  wise  poets  shaU  search  out  to  see 

Good  men,  they  find  them  all  in  thee. 


HOW   LILIES   CAME   WHITE. 

White  though  ye  be ;  yet,  lilies,  know. 
From  the  first  ye  were  not  so ; 

But  I'll  tell  ye 

What  befel  ye : 
Cupid  and  his  mother  lay 
In  a  cloud ;  while  both  did  play, 
He  with  his  pretty  finger  press' d 
Th»  ruby  niplet  of  her  breast. 
Out  of  the  which  the  cream  of  light, 

Like  to  a  dew, 

Fell  down  on  you, 

And  made  ye  white. 


tw  is  ling  mj  luluii'  hairs, 
f  Doting  I'll  weep  inA  Bay,  in  truth, 
Bautis,  ihese  were  my  sins  of  youth 

Then  next  Til  csuse  my  hopeful  lad, 
If  a  wild  apple  cat]  be  had, 

To  crown  the  hearth  ; 
Larr  thua  conspiring  with  out  mirth ; 

Then  a  infuie 
Our  browner  ale  into  the  cruEC, 
Which  sweetly  apic'd,  we'll  first  caroi 
Unto  [he  g^niua  of  the  house  r 
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Until  our  tongues  shall  tell  our  ears, 
We're  younger  by  a  score  of  years : 

Thus,  'till  we  see  the  fire  less  shine 
From  th'  embers  than  the  kitling's  eyne. 

We'll  still  sit  up, 
Sphering  about  the  wassail  cup 

To  all  those  times 
Which  gave  me  honour  for  my  rhymes : 
The  coal  once  spent,  we'll  then  to  bed, 
Far  more  than  night  bewearied. 


XV. 
TO  CHERET  BLOSSOMS. 

Ye  may  simper,  blush,  and  smile, 
And  perfume  the  air  awhile ; 
But,  sweet  things,  ye  must  be  gone ; 
Fruit,  ye  know,  is  coming  on : 
Then,  ah  I  then,  where  is  your  grace, 
When  as  cherries  come  in  place  ? 

XVI. 
HOW   ROSES   CAME   RED. 

'Tis  said  as  Cupid  danc'd  among 
The  gods,  he  down  the  nectar  flung ; 
Which,  on  the  white  rose  being  shed. 
Made  it  for  ever  after  red. 


And  so  to  bia  guo^^  _^ 
'Twas  pity  nature  brought  ye  forth 
Merely  to  show  your  worth, 
And  lose  you  quite. 

But  you  are  lovely  leaves,  where  we 
May  read  how  soon  things  have 
Their  end,  though  ne'er  so  brave 

And  after  they  have  shown  their  pride 
Like  you,  awhile,  they  glide 
Into  the  grave. 


ZXIII. 
TO    A    BED  OF   TULIPS. 

Bright  tulips,  we  do  know, 
You  had  your  coming  hither, 
And  fading  time  does  show, 
That  ye  must  quickly  wither. 

Your  sisterhoods  may  stay. 
And  smile  here  for  your  hour ; 


•  «l^      ^««»^«w 
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XXIV. 
TO   PRIMROSES   FILLED  WITH   MORNING-DEW. 

f  do  ye  weep,  sweet  babes  ?  can  tears 
Speak  grief  in  you, 
Who  were  but  bom 
Just  as  the  modest  mom 
Teemed  her  refreshing  dew  ? 
las,  you  have  not  known  that  shower. 
That  mars  a  flower, 
Nor  felt  the  unkind 
Breath  of  a  blasting  wind, 
Nor  are  ye  worn  with  years ; 

Or  warpt,  as  we. 
Who  think  it  strange  to  see, 
1  pretty  flowers,  like  to  orphans  young, 
peak  by  tears  before  ye  have  a  tongue. 

ak,  whimpering  younglings,  and  make  known 
The  reason  why 
Ye  droop  and  weep, 
Is  it  for  want  of  sleep. 
Or  childish  lullaby  ? 
r  that  ye  have  not  seen  as  yet 
The  violet  ?  ^ 
Or  brought  a  kiss 
From  that  sweetheart  to  this  7 
No,  no,  this  sorrow  shown 

By  your  tears  shed, 
Would  have  this  lecture  read, 
t  things  of  greatest,  so  of  meanest  worth, 
ceiv'd  with  grief  are,  and  with  tears  brought  forth. 
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XXV. 

A  NEW  year's  gift  SENT  TO    SIR  SIMEON  STEWi 

No  news  of  navies  burnt  at  seas ; 
No  news  of  late-spawn' d  titteries ; 
No  closet  plot  or  open  vent, 
That  frights  men  with  a  Parliament : 
No  new  device  or  late-found  trick, 
To  read  by  th'  stars  the  kingdom's  sick ; 
No  gin  to  catch  the  state,  or  wring 
The  free-born  nostrils  of  the  king. 
We  send  to  you  ;  but  here  a  jolly 
Verse  crown' d  with  ivy  and  with  holly ; 
That  tells  of  winter's  tales  and  mirth, 
That  milk -maids  make  about  the  hearth, 
Of  Christmas  sports,  the  wassail-bowl. 
That  toss'd  up  after  Fox-i'th'hole  ; 
Of  Blind-man's-buff,  and  of  the  care 
That  young  men  have  to  shoe  the  mare ; 
Of  twelfth-tide  cake,  of  peas  and  beans, 
Wherewith  ye  make  those  merry  scenes, 
When  as  ye  choose  your  king  and  queen, 
And  cry  out  "  Hey  for  our  town  green." 
Of  ash-heaps,  in  the  which  ye  use 
Husbands  and  wives  by  streaks  to  choose; 
Of  crackling  laurel,  which  fore- sounds 
A  plenteous  harvest  to  your  grounds  ; 
Of  these,  and  such  like  things,  for  shift, 
We  send  instead  of  new-year's  gift. 
Read  then,  and  when  your  faces  shine 
With  bucksome  meat  and  cap'ring  wine. 
Remember  us  in  cups  full  crown'd, 
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And  let  our  city  health  go  round, 

Quite  through  the  young  maids  and  the  men. 

To  the  ninth  number,  if  not  ten, 

Until  the  fired  chesnuts  leap 

For  joy  to  see  the  fruits  ye  reap, 

From  the  plump  chalice  and  the  cup 

That  tempts  till  it  be  tossed  up. 

Then  as  ye  sit  about  your  embers, 

Call  not  to  mind  those  fled  Decembers ; 

But  think  on  these,  that  are  t'  appear, 

As  daughters  to  the  instant  year ; 

Sit  crown'd  with  rose-buds,  and  carouse, 

Till  Liber  Pater  twirls  the  house 

About  your  ears,  and  lay  upon 

The  year,  your  cares,  that's  fled  and  gone. 

And  let  the  russet  swains  the  plough 

And  harrow  hang  up  resting  now ; 

And  to  the  bag-pipe  all  address 

Till  sleep  takes  place  of  weariness. 

And  thus,  throughout,  with  Christmas  playi 

Frolic  the  full  twelve  holydays. 

XXVI. 
FAIR  DAYS  ;     OR,  DAWNS   DECEITFUL. 

Fair  was  the  dawn ;  and  but  e'en  now  the  skies 
Shew'd  like  to  cream,  inspir'd  with  strawberries : 
But  on  a  sudden  all  was  chang'd  and  gone, 
That  smil'd  in  that  first  sweet  complexion ; 
Then  thunder-claps  and  lightning  did  conspire 
To  tear  the  world,  or  set  it  all  on  fire. 
What !  trust  to  things  below,  when  as  we  see 
At  men,  the  heavens  have  their  hypocrisy. 

M 
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XXVII. 


•/ 


TO   DAFFODILS. 


Fair  daffodils,  we  weep  to  see 
You  haste  away  so  soon ; 
As  yet  the  early-rising  sun 
Has  not  attained  his  noon  : 
Stay,  stay. 

Until  the  hastening  day 
Has  run 

But  to  the  even-song; 
And,  having  pray*d  together,  we 

Will  go  with  you  along ! 

We  have  short  time  to  stay,  as  youi 

We  have  as  short  a  spring, 

As  quick  a  growth  to  meet  decay. 

As  you,  or  any  thing : 
We  die, 

As  your  hours  do ;  and  dry 
Away 

Like  to  the  summer's  rain. 
Or  as  the  pearls  of  morning  dew, 

Ne*er  to  be  found  again. 

XXVIII. 

UPON   ONE   LILLIE,   WHO    MARRIED    WITH    A  1 

CALLED    ROSE. 

What  times  of  sweetness  this  fair  day  foresho 
When  as  the  Lily  marries  with  the  Rose  ! 
What  next  is  look'd  for,  but  we  all  should  se 
To  spring  from  these  a  sweet  posterity. 
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XXIX. 

A   PASTORAL   SUNG    TO    THE    KING. 

MontanOf  SihiOj  and  MirtillOf  Shepherds 

"n.  Bad  are  the  times.     SU,  And  worse  than  the 

are  we." 
^(>K  Troth,  bad  are  both ;    worse  firuit,  and  ill  th 

trees: 
^e  feast  of  shepherds  faU.     SU.  None  crowns  th 

cup 
Of  wassail  now,  or  sets  the  quintal  up : 
And  he,  who  U8*d  to  lead  the  country  round, 
Toathfiil  Mirtillo,  here  he  comes,  grief  drown'd. 
Aabo.  Let's  cheer  him  up.      SU,  Behold  him  weepiuj 

ripe. 
Kvt.  Ah,  AmarilUs ;  farewell  mirth  and  pipe  ; 
8mce  thou  art  frqne  no  more  I  mean  to  play 
To  these  smoo^  lawns,  my  mirthful  roundelay. 
DearAmarillis!    JIfon.  Hark!    5!t7.  Mark!    Mr/.  Thi 

earth  grew  sweet 
Where,  Amarillis,  thou  didst  set  thy  feet. 
Anbo,  Poor  pitied  youth !    Mirt.  And  here  the  breatl 

of  kine 
And  sheep  grew  more  sweet  by  that  breath  of  thine. 
This  flock  of  wool,  and  this  rich  lock  of  hair, 
This  ball  of  cowslips,  these  she  gave  me  here. 
SiL  Words  sweet  as  love  itself.    Mon.  Hark ! 
MirL  This  way  she  came,  and  this  way  too  she  went ; 
How  each  thing  smells  divinely  redolent ! 

(Like  to  a  field  of  beans,  when  newly  blown. 
Or  like  a  meadow  being  lately  mown. 

MoH,  A  sweet  sad  passion 
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Mirt  In  dewy  mornings,  when  she  came  this 
Sweet  bents  would  bow,  to  give  my  love  the  d 
And  when  at  night  she  folded  had  her  sheep, 
Daisies  would  shut,  and  closing,  sigh  and  wee 
Besides  (ah  me !)  since  she  went  hence  to  dw 
The  voice's  daughter,  ne'er  spake  syllable. 
But  she  is  gone.    SiL  Mirtillo,  tell  us  whithei 
MirL  Where  she  and  I  shall  never  meet  togel 
Mon,  Fore-fend  it  Pan ;  and  Pales,  do  thou  p 
To  give  an  end.    Mirt.  To  what  ?    SiL  Such 

these. 
Mirt,  Never,  O  never  I     Still  I  may  endure 
The  wound  I  suffer,  never  find  a  cure. 
Mm.  Love,  for  thy  sake,  will  bring  her  to  the 
And  dales  again.    Mirt.  No,  I  will  languish  a 
And  all  the  while  my  part  shall  be  to  weep ; 
And  with  my  sighs  call  home  my  bleating  she 
And  in  the  rind  of  every  comely  tree 
I'll  carve  thy  name,  and  in  that  name  kiss  thf 
Mom.  Set  with  the  sun  thy  woes.      S^  The  > 

old, 
And  time  it  is  our  fiill-fed  flocks  to  fold. 

Chor.  The  shades  grow  great ;  but  greate 
sorrow; 

But  let's  go  steep 
Our  eyes  in  sleep. 
And  meet  to  weep 
To-morrow. 
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XXX. 
CHARON    AMD   PHILOMEL,     A    DIALOGUE   SUNG. 

'A.  Charon !  O  gentle  Charon !  let  me  woo  thee, 

3y  tears  and  pity  now  to  come  unto  me. 

%.  What  voice  so  sweet  and  charming  do  I  hear  ? 

Say,  what  thou  art     Ph.  I  pray  you  first  draw  near. 

C9L  A  sound  I  hear,  but  nothing  yet  can  see, 

Bpeak  where  thou  art     Ph.  O,  Charon  pity  me ! 

I  am  a  bird,  and  though  no  name  I  tell. 

My  warbling  note  will  say  I'm  PhiloraeL 

Ch.  What*s  that  to  me,  I  waft  nor  fish  or  fowls, 

Nor  beasts,  fond  thing,  but  only  human  souls. 

fk.  Alas,  for  me !     Ch.  Shame  on  thy  witching  note. 

That  made  roe  thus  hoist  sail,  and  bring  my  boat : 

Bat  ru  return;  what  mischief  brought  thee  hither; 

Ph.  A  deal  of  love,  and  much,  much  grief  together. 

Ch.  What's  thy  request  ?      Ph.  That  since  she's  now 

beneath 
Who  fed  my  life,  I'll  follow  her  in  death. 
Ch.  And  is  that  all  ?     I'm  gone.     Ph.  By  love,  I  pray 

thee. 
Ch.  Talk  not  of  love  ;  all  pray,  but  few  souls  pay  me. 
Ph.  I'll  give  thee  vows  and  tears.     Ch.  Can  tears  pay 

scores 
For  mending  sails,  for  patching  boat  and  oars  ? 
Ph.  I'll  beg  a  penny,  or  I'll  sing  so  long, 
Till  thou  shalt  say  I've  paid  thee  with  a  song. 
Ch.  Why,  then  begin,  and  all  the  while  we  make 
Our  gl  >thful  passage  o'er  the  Stygian  lake, 
loa  and  I'll  sing  to  these  dull  shades  merry, 
Who  else  with  tears  would  doubtless  drown  my  ferry. 


PSSiffRM 


1 


HISPERIDES. 

*  XXXI. 

THE  FUNERAL   RITES   OF  THE   ROSE. 

The  rose  was  sick,  and  smiling  died ; 
And,  being  to  be  sanctifi'd, 
About  the  bed,  there  sighing  stood 
The  sweet  and  flow'ry  sisterhood. 
Some  hung  the  head,  while  some  did  brings 
To  wash  her,  water  from  the  spring ; 
Some  laid  her  forth,  while  others  wept, 
But  all  a  solemn  fast  there  kept 
The  holy  sisters,  some  among. 
The  sacred  dirge  and  trental  sung ; 
But  ah !  what  sweets  smelt  everywhere, 
As  heaven  had  spent  all  perfumes  there. 
At  last,  when  prayers  for  the  dead, 
And  rites  were  all  accomplished ; 
They,  weeping,  spread  a  lawny  loom. 
And  clos'd  her  up  as  in  a  tomb. 


XXXII. 

THE   8UCCESSIOH   OF   THE  FOUR  SWEET  MONTH 

First,  April,  she  with  mellow  showers 
Opens  the  way  for  early  flowers ; 
Then  after  her  comes  smiling  May, 
In  a  more  rich  and  sweet  array  ; 
Next  enters  June,  and  brings  us  more 
Gems  then  those  two  that  went  before  ; 
Then,  lastly,  July  comes,  and  she 
More  wealth  brings  in  than  all  those  three 
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XXXIII. 
TO  VIOLETS. 

Welcome,  maids  of  honour. 

You  do  bring 

In  the  spring; 
And  wait  upon  her. 

She  has  virgins  many, 

Fresh  and  fair; 

Yet  you  are 
More  sweet  than  any. 

Y'are  the  Maiden  Posies, 

And  so  graced. 

To  be  plac'd, 
'Fore  damask  roses. 

Yet  though  thus  respected, 

By  and  by 

You  do  lie, 
Poor  girls,  neglected 

.    XXXIV. 

IRBWBLL  FROST,  OR  WELCOME  THE  SPRING. 

i  are  the  frosts,  and  now  the  fields  appear 
lothed  in  fresh  and  verdant  diaper ; 
w'd  are  the  snows,  and  now  the  lusty  spring 
es  to  each  mead  a  neat  enamelling : 
palms  put  forth  their  gems,  and  every  tree 
?  swaggers  in  her  leafy  gallantry. 
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The  while  the  Daulian  minstrel  sweetly  singi 
With  warbling  notes  her  Terrean  sufferings, 
What  gentle  winds  perspire ;  as  if  here 
Never  had  been  the  northern  plunderer, 
To  strip  the  trees  and  fields  to  their  distress, 
Leaving  them  to  a  pitied  nakedness : 
And  look,  how  when  a  frantic  storm  doth  tear 
A  stubborn  oak,  or  elm,  long  growing  there, 
But  luU'd  to  calmness ;  then  succeeds  a  breeze, 
That  scarcely  stirs  the  nodding  leaves  of  trees : 
So  when  this  war,  which,  tempest-like,  doth  spoil 
Our  salt,  our  com,  our  honey,  wine,  and  oil, 
Falls  to  a  temper,  and  doth  mildly  cast 
His  inconsiderate  frenzy  off,  at  last ; 
The  gentle  dove  may,  when  these  turmoils  cease, 
Bring  in  her  bill  once  more  the  branch  of  peace; 


XXXV. 

TO  FLOWERS. 

In  time  of  life  I  graced  you  with  my  verse ; 
Do  now  your  flowery  honours  to  my  hearse. 
You  shall  not  languish,  trust  me ;  virgins  here 
Weeping,  shall  make  you  flourish  all  the  year. 
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TO     LASa. 

No  more  shall  I,  since  I  am  driyen  benoo 

Devote  to  thee  my  grains  of  frankincecs* : 

No  more  shall  I  from  mantle-treet  hang  down 

To  honour  thee,  my  little  paraley-erown ; 

No  more  shall  I,  I  fear  me,  to  thee  bring 

My  chives  of  garlic  for  an  offering ; 

No  more  shall  I,  from  henceforth,  hear  a  choir 

Of  merry  crickets  by  my  country  fire ; 

Go  where  I  will,  thou  lucky  Lsrr,  stay  here. 

Warm  by  a  glitt'ring  chimney  all  the  year. 
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XXXVII. 
THE  FAIRIES. 

If  ye  wi]]  with  Mab  find  grace, 

Set  each  platter  in  bis  place ; 

Rake  the  fire  up,  and  get 

Water  in,  ere  sun  be  set 

Wash  your  pails  and  cleanse  your  dairies, 

Sluts  are  loathsome  to  the  fairies ; 

Sweep  your  bouse ;  who  doth  not  so, 

Mab  wiU  pinch  her  by  the  toe. 


XXXVI II. 
LABR'S   PORTION    AND   THE    POBT's    PART. 

At  my  homely  country-seat, 
I  have  there  a  little  wheat, 
Which  I  work  to  meal,  and  make 
Therewithal  a  holy  cake  ; 
Part  of  which  I  give  to  Larr, 
Part  is  my  peculiar. 


Rare  temples  thou  hast  seen  I  know, 
And  rich  for  in  and  outward  show ; 
Sitrvey  this  chapel,  buill  alune 

Then  aay  if  one  thou  ha>t  seen  mure  flu 
Than  Ihia,  ihe  fairies  once,  do»  thins. 


A  nay  encoasea  nltn  (^lau  aoa  beadi 
There  is,  that  to  the  cbapel  leads  ; 
Whose  BttucCure,  for  hia  hoi;  rest ; 
Is  here  the  haicf  on's  curious  nest. 
Into  the  vhich  nha  looks  shall  set 
His  lemple  of  idolatry. 
Where  he  of  god-heads  has  luch  store. 
As  Home'a  Pantheon  had  not  more. 
H  is  house  of  Rimmon  thii  he  calls. 
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So  that  where'er  ye  look,  ye  see 

No  capital,  no  cornice  free, 

Or  firieze,  firom  this  fine  frippery. 

Now  this  the  fairies  would  have  known. 

Theirs  is  a  mix'd  religion : 

And  some  have  heard  the  elves  it  call 

Part  pagan,  part  papistical 

If  unto  me  idl  tongues  were  granted, 

I  could  not  speak  the  saints  here  painted. 

Saint  Tit,  saint  Nit,  saint  Is,  saint  Itin, 

Who  against  Mab's  state  placed  here  right  is. 

Saint  Will -o*-th' -wisp  of  no  great  bigness. 

But  alias  call'd  here  fatuus  igtut. 

Saint  Frip,  saint  Trip,  saint  Fill,  saint  Filly, 

Neither  those  other  saint-ships  will  I 

Here  go  about  for  to  recite 

Their  number,  almost  infinite ; 

Which,  one  by  one,  here  set  down  are 

In  this  most  curious  calendar. 

First,  at  the  entrance  to  the  gate, 

A  little  puppet- priest  doth  wait, 

Who  squeaJcs  to  all  the  comers  there, 
"  Favour  your  tongues,  who  enter  here. 

Pure  hands  bring  hither  without  stain : 

A  second  pules,  "  Hence,  hence,  profane.' 

Hard  by  i'  the  shell  of  half  a  nut 

The  holy  water  there  is  put ; 

A  little  brush  of  squirrel's  hairs. 

Composed  of  odd  not  even  pairs 

Stands  in  the  platter,  or  close  by, 

Tu  purge  the  fairy  family. 
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Near  to  the  altar  stands  the  priest, 
There  offering  up  the  holy  grist ; 
Ducking  in  mood  and  perfect  tense, 
With  (much  good  do't  him)  reverence. 
The  altar  is  not  here  four-square, 
Nor  in  a  form  triangular ; 
Nor  made  of  glass,  or  wood,  or  stone. 
But  of  a  little  transverse  bone  ; 
Which  boys  and  bruckled  children  call 
(Playing  for  points  and  pins)  cockall; 
Whose  linen  drapery  is  a  thin. 
Subtle,  and  ductile  codlin's  skin ; 
Which  o'er  the  board  is  smoothly  spread 
With  little  seal-work  damasked. 
The  firinge  that  circumbinds  it,  too. 
Is  spangle  work  of  trembling  dew, 
Which  gently  gleaming,  makes  a  show, 
Like  frost-work  glittering  on  the  snow. 
Upon  this  fetuous  board  doth  stand 
Something  for  shew-bread,  and  at  hand 
(Just  in  the  middle  of  the  altar) 
Upon  an  end,  the  fairy  psalter, 
Graced  with  the  trout-fly's  curious  wings. 
Which  serve  for  watchet  ribandings. 
Now,  we  must  know,  the  elves  are  led 
Right  by  the  rubrick  which  they  read : 
And  if  report  of  them  be  true, 
They  have  their  text  for  what  they  do  ; 
Ay,  and  their  book  of  canons  too. 
And,  as  Sir  Thomas  Parson  tells, 
They  have  their  book  of  articles ; 
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And,  if  that  fairy  knigbt  not  lies, 

They  have  their  book  of  homilies ; 

And  other  scriptures,  that  design 

A  short  but  righteous  discipline. 

The  bason  stands  the  board  upon 

To  take  the  free  oblation  : 

A  little  pindust,  which  they  hold 

More  precious  than  we  prize  our  gold ; 

Which  charity  they  give  to  many 

Poor  of  the  parish^  if  there's  any. 

Upon  the  ends  of  these  neat  rails, 

Hateh'd  with  the  silver  light  of  snails, 

The  elves,  in  formal  manner,  fix 

Two  pure  and  holy  candlesticks. 

In  either  which  a  tall  small  bent 

Bums  for  the  altar's  ornament. 

For  sanctity,  they  have  to  these 

Their  curious  copes  and  surplices 

Of  cleanest  cobweb,  hanging  by 

In  their  religious  vestry. 

They  have  ^eir  ash-pans  and  their  broomt. 

To  purge  the  chapel  and  the  rooms ; 

Their  many  miunbling  mass-priests  here. 

And  many  a  dapper  chorister ; 

Their  ushering  vergers  here  likewise. 

Their  canons  and  their  chanteries ; 

Of  cloister-monks  they  have  enow. 

Ay,  and  their  Abbey-lubbers  too. 

And  if  their  legend  do  not  lie. 

They  much  affect  the  papacy ; 

And  since  the  last  is  dead,  there's  hope 

£lve  Boniface  shall  next  be  pope. 
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They  have  their  cups  and  chalices. 

Their  pardons  and  indulgences, 

Their  beads  of  nits,  bells,  books,  and  wax 

Candles,  forsooth,  and  other  knacks ; 

Their  holy  oil,  their  fasting  spittle, 

Their  sacred  salt  here,  not  a  little. 

Dry  chips,  old  shoes,  rags,  grease,  and  bonei» 

Beside  their  fumigations. 

To  drive  the  devil  from  the  cod-piece 

Of  the  friar,  of  work  an  odd-piece. 

Many  a  trifle,  too,  and  trinket. 

And  for  what  use,  scarce  man  would  think  it 

Next  then,  upon  the  chanter's  side 

An  apple's  core  is  hung  up  dried, 

With  rattling  kernels,  which  is  rung 

To  call  to  mom  and  even-song. 

The  saint,  to  whom  the  most  he  prays 

And  offers  incense  nights  and  days,  ' 

The  lady  of  the  lobster  is. 

Whose  foot-pace  he  doth  stroke  and  kiss, 

And  humbly  chives  of  saffiron  brings. 

For  his  most  cheerful  offerings. 

When  after  these  he's  paid  his  vows. 

He  lowly  to  the  altar  bows ; 

And  then  he  dons  the  silkworm's  shed, 

Like  a  Turk's  turban  on  his  head. 

And  reverently  departeth  thence. 

Hid  in  a  cloud  of  frankincense ; 

And  by  the  glow-worm's  light  well  guided* 

Goes  to  the  feast  that'*  now  provided. 
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XL. 

oberon's  feast. 

"  Shapcot !  to  thee  the  faury  state 
I  with  discretion  dedicate  ; 
Because  thou  prizest  things  that  are 
Curious  Und  unfamiliar. 
Take  first  the  feast;  these  dishes  gone; 
WeMl  see  the  Fairy  court  anon.'' 

A  little  mushroom-table  spread, 
After  short  prayers  they  set  on  bread, 
A  moon-parch*d  grain  of  purest  wheat 
With  some  small  glitt'ring  grit,  to  eat 
His  choice  bits  with ;  then  in  a  trice 
They  make  a  feast  less  great  than  nice. 
But  all  this  while  his  eye  is  serv'd 
We  must  not  think  his  ear  was  starv'd ; 
But  that  there  was  in  place  to  stir 
His  spleen,  the  chirping  grashopper, 
The  merry  cricket,  puling  flie, 
The  piping  gnat  for  minstrelsy. 
And  now,  we  must  imagine  first. 
The  elf  is  present  to  quench  his  thirst, 
A  pure  seed-pearl  of  infant  dew. 
Brought  and  besweeteued  in  a  blue 
And  pregnant  violet  ,*  which  done, 
His  kitten  eyes  begin  to  run 
Quite  through  the  table,  where  he  spies 
The  horns  of  paper  buttecflies, 
Of  which  he  eats ;  and  tastes  a  little 
Of  that  we  call  the  cuckoo's  spittle ; 


■ 


w. 


A  little  fiubttll  puddii^  itsndi 
Bf ,  yet  not  bleued  bf  hii  bal 
That  vat  too  costbc  ;  but  thei 
He  veuturei  boldly  on  die  pit 
Of  nigired  ruth,  and  ealt  the 
And  well  beuntted  bco'  kk 
GUd'oing  hit  palate  with  ton 
Of  emila'  aggt ;  what  would  b 
Bat  beaida  of  mica,  a  naiwf  a  i 
A  bloated  earwig,  and  a  flie ) 
With  ths  Tcd-cap'd  woaa,  tb* 
Within  the  coDcave  of  a  Dot, 
Brown  at  hit  tooth.  A  little 
Late  &tteii'd  in  a  piece  of  cit 
With  withered  cbeiriet,  mand 
MoleB'  eyei ;  to  theta  the  ilaJ 
The  UDcluoua  dewlapa  of  a  an 
The  broke  heart  of  a  nigfating 
O'eicome  In  muiic ;  with  a  w 
Ne'er  raviih'd  from  the  flattei 
But  gently  presi'd  from  the  d 
Of  the  moat  tweet  and  dainty 
Brought  in  a  dainty  daiay,  wfa 
He  fully  quaffs  op  to  bewitch 
Hit  blood  to  hei|^t;  diiadon 
Grace  by  hit  prieal :  the  feaal 
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XLI. 
OBBftON'a   PALACE. 

After  the  feast,  my  Shapcot,  see 

The  Faiiy  court  I  g^ve  to  thee  i 

Where  we'll  present  our  Oberon  led 

Half  tipsy  to  the  Fairy  bed, 

Where  Mab  he  finds,  who  Uiere  doth  lie 

Not  without  mickle  majesty. 

Which  done,  and  thence  remov'd  the  light, 

We'll  wiah  both  them  and  thee  good  night 

VdD  as  a  bee  with  thyme,  and  red 
At  chenry  harvest,  now  high  fed 
Far  lust  and  action ;  on  he'll  go 
To  lie  with  Mab,  though  all  say  no. 
Lost  has  no  ears ;  he's  sharp  as  thorn. 

And  fretfiil,  cairies  hay  in's  horn. 

And  lightning  in  his  eyes ;  and  flings 

Among  the  elves,  if  mov'd  the  stings 

Of  peltuh  wasps ;  we'll  know  his  guard ; 

Kings,  though  they're  hated,  will  be  fear'd. 

Wine  lead  him  on.    Thus  to  a  grove, 

Sometimes  devoted  unto  love, 

Tinsd'd  with  twilight,  he  and  they 

l<d  by  the  shine  of  snails,  a  way 

Beat  with  their  numerous  feet,  which  by 

Hany  a  neat  perplexity, 
l^y  a  turn,  and  many  a  cross- 
l^nd^  they  redeem  a  bank  of  moss 
Spongy  and  awdling,  and  far  more 
^  ^an  the  finest  Lemster  ore ; 


Mildl]'  disparkling,  like  thow  flic* 
Which  break  from  tbe  enjewel'd  tire 
Of  curiouh  brides;  or  like  thoie  miti 
Of  candid  dew  \o  moony  nighw. 
Upon  Ihia  convex,  all  the  flowers 
Nature  begets  bjF  th*  sun  and  sbower 
Are  to  a  wild  digestion  brought, 
As  if  Love's  sampler  here  waa  wraug 
Or  Citberea'e  ce«toQ,  which 
All  with  temptation  doth  bewitch, 

Made  by  the  breath  of  great  ey'd  kit 
Who,  as  ihev  low,  empearl  with  mill 
The  four-leaVd  grais,  or  moss-like  i 
The  breath  of  monkiei,  met  to  mix 
With  muEk-flicB,  are  Ch'  aiomatica 
Which  scents  this  arch  ;  and  here  ar 
And  further  off.  and  eTeiywhere 
Throughout  that  brave  Houic  yard, 
Those  picks  or  diamonda  in  the  card 
With  pipB  of  hearts,  of  club  and  apu 
Are  here  most  neatly  interlaid. 
Many  a  counter,  many  s  die, 
Halfrotten,  and  without  an  eye, 
Lies  hereaboula;  and  for  to  pave 
The  escellency  of  this  cive, 
Squirrels'  and  chililreu'i  teeth  late  si 
Are  neatly  here  enchequered, 
With  brownest  toadstoiies,  and  tbe  g 
That  shines  upon  the  bluer  plum. 
Thenaitslallenotr by  whitlows:     Ai 
Wue  hand  enchasing  here  those  war' 
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Which  we  to  others  (from  ourselves) 
Sell,  and  brought  hither  by  the  elves. 
The  tempting  mole,  stolen  from  the  neck 
Of  the  shy  virgin,  seems  to  deck 
The  holy  entrance ;  where  within. 
The  room  is  hung  with  the  blue  skin 
Of  shifted  snake ;  enfreezM  throughout 
With  eyes  of  peacock's  trains,  and  trout- 
Flies'  curious  wings ;  and  these  among 
Those  silver-pence,  that  cut  the  tongue 
Of  the  red  infant,  neatly  hung 
The  glowworm's  eyes,  the  shining  scales 
Of  silv'ry  fish,  wheat-straws,  the  snails 
Soft  candle-light,  the  kitten's  eyne, 
Corrupted  wood,  serve  here  for  shine. 

No  glaring  light  of  bold-fac'd  day, 

Or  other  over  radiant  ray, 

Ransacks  this  room ;  but  what  weak  beams 

Can  make  reflected  from  these  gems, 

And  multiply ;  such  is  the  light. 

But  ever  doubtful,  day  or  night. 

By  this  quaint  taper-light,  he  winds 

His  errors  up ;  and  now  he  finds 

His  moon-tann'd  Mab,  as  somewhat  sick, 

And,  love  knows,  tender  as  a  chick. 

Upon  six  plump  dandelions,  high- 

Rear'd,  lies  her  elfish  majesty. 

Whose  woolly-bubbles  seem'd  to  drown 

Her  Mabship  in  obedient  down ; 

For  either  sheet  was  spread  the  caul 

Ihat  doth  the  infant  face  enthral, 


So  nentlJ  ="'*'"     decide 

Of  aoV  tacWing  can  ^ 

o,  mi*™ '",;,. o»gi««  "'■ 
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XLII. 

■ 

THE    BEGGAR   TO   MAB,    THE   FAIRY   QUEEN. 

Please  your  grace,  from  out  your  store 

Give  an  alms  to  one  that's  poor, 

That  your  mickle  may  have  more. 

Black  I'm  grown  for  want  of  meat, 

Give  me  then  an  ant  to  eat, 

Or  the  deft  ear  of  a  mouse 

Over-souT'd  in  drink  of  souse; 

Or,  sweet  lady,  reach  to  me 

The  abdomen  of  a  bee ; 

Or  commend  a  cricket's  hip, 

Or  his  huckson,  to  my  scrip ; 

Give  for  bread  a  little  bit 

Of  a  piece  that  'gins  to  chit, 

And  my  full  thanks  take  for  it 

Flour  of  fiiz-balls,  that's  too  good 

For  a  man  in  needy-hood ; 

But  the  meal  of  mill-dust  can 

Well  content  a  craving  man ; 

Any  oats  the  elves  refuse 

Well  will  serve  the  beggar's  use. 

But  if  this  may  seem  too  much 

For  an  alms,  dien  give  me  such 

Little  bits  that  nestle  there 

In  the  pris'ner's  pannier. 

So  a  blessing  light  upon 

Tou  and  mighty  Oberon ; 

That  your  plenty  last  till  when 

I  return  your  alms  again. 


Though  n' 


JO  foul  bi 


f^  thorn  or  »  "'" 

She  lake»  '°!l3.k'«he  I'de-  'T'' 

Sk.  toll""'  »"  "'' 
At  noon  ol  nig 
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XLIV. 
A   HTMN    TO   THE   LARES. 

It  was,  and  still  my  care  is, 

To  worship  ye,  the  Lares, 

With  crowns  of  greenest  parsley, 

And  garlic  chives  not  scarcely ; 

For  favours  here  to  warm  me, 

And  not  hy  fire  to  harm  me  ; 

For  gladding  so  my  hearth  here 

With  inoffensive  mirth  here ; 

That  while  the  wassail  bowl  here 

With  North-down  ale  doth  trowl  heie^ 

No  syllable  doth  fall  here. 

To  mar  the  mirth  at  all  here. 

For  which,  O  chimney-keepers ! 

I  dare  not  call  ye  sweepers. 

So  long  as  I  am  able 

To  keep  a  country  table, 

Great  be  my  fare,  or  small  cheer, 

I'll  eat  and  drink  up  all  here. 

XLV. 
To  TRB  LITTLE   SPINNERS. 

Ye  pretty  housewives,  would  ye  know 
The  work  that  I  would  put  ye  to  ? 
This,  this  it  should  be,  for  to  spin 
A  lawn  for  me,  so  fine  and  thin. 
As  it  might  serve  me  for  my  skin. 
For  cruel  love  has  me  so  whip'd, 
That  of  my  skin  I  am  all  strip'd, 

N 


Unless  yuu  ^.^^  .  ^ 
Which  mercy,  if  you  will  but  do, 
I  call  all  maids  to  witness  to 
What  here  I  promise,  that  no  broon 
Shall  now,  or  ever  after  come. 
To  wrong  a  Spinner  or  her  loom. 

XLYL 
THE  GBNIUt  OP  HIS  HOUSB. 

Command  the  roo^  great  Genius,  and  fiK>i 
Into  thi»  bouse  pour  down  thy  influence, 
That  through  each  room  a  golden  pipe  m 
Of  living  #ater  by  the  benizon ; 
Fulfill  the  larders,  and  by  strength'ning 
Be  evermore  thy  bins  replenished. 
Next,  like  a  bishop,  consecrate  my  grou 
That  lucky  fairies  here  may  dance  their 
And,  after  that,  lay  down  some  silver  pe 
The  master's  charge  and  care  to  recomp 
Charm  then  the  chambers ;  make  the  be 
More  than  for  peevish  pining  sicknesse 
Fix  the  foundation  iiEuit,  and  let  the  roo 
^A  with  time,  but  yet  keep  weati 
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XLIX. 
THE  PETER-PENNT. 

Fresh  strowing^  allow 

To  my  sepulchre  now, 
To  make  my  lodging  the  sweeten 

A  staff  or  a  wand, 

Put  then  in  my  hand. 
With  a  penny  to  pay  St.  Teter, 

Who  has  not  a  cross, 
Must  sit  with  the  loss. 

And  no  whit  further  must  venture} 
Since  the  porter  he 
Will  paid  have  his  fee, 

Or  else  not  one  there  must  enter. 

Who  at  a  dead  lift. 

Can't  send,  for  a  gift, 
A  pig  to  the  priest  for  a  roaster, 

Shall  hear  his  clerk  say, 

By  yea  and  hy  nay, 
No  penny,  no  pater- noster. 


To  en  the  pw"*' 
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LIU 
THE  WASSAIL. 

Give  way,  give  way,  ye  gates,  and  win 
An  easy  blessing  to  your  bin 
And  basket,  by  our  enf  ring  in. 

May  both  with  manchet  stand  replete. 
Your  larders,  too,  so  hung  with  meat, 
That  thou  a  thousand,  thousand  eat. 

Yet  ere  twelve  moons  shall  whirl  about 
Their  silv'ry  spheres,  there's  none  may  doubt 
But  more's  sent  in  than  was  serv'd  out. 

Next,  may  your  dairies  prosper  so. 
As  that  your  pans  no  ebb  may  know ; 
But  if  they  do,  the  more  to  flow. 

Like  to  a  solemn  sober  stream, 
Bank'd  all  with  lilies,  and  the  cream 
Of  sweetest  cowslips  filling  them. 

Then  may  your  plants  be  press'd  with  fruit, 
Nor  bee  or  hive  you  have  be  mute, 
But  sweetly  sounding  like  a  lute. 

Next,  may  your  duck  and  teeming  hen, 
Both  to  the  cock's  tread  say,  amen ; 
And  for  their  two  eggs  render  ten. 

Last,  may  your  harrows,  shares,  and  ploughs, 
Your  stacks,  your  stocks,  your  sweetest  mows, 
All  prosper  by  your  virgin- vows. 
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Alas !  we  bless,  but  see  none  here, 
That  brings  us  either  ale  or  beer ; 
In  a  dry-house  all  thmgs  are  near. 

Let's  leave  a  longer  time  to  wait, 
Where  rust  and  cobwebs  bind  the  gate ; 
And  all  live  here  with  needy  fate ; 

Where  chimneys  do  for  ever  weep, 
For  want  of  warmth,  and  stomachs  keep 
With  noise  the  servants'  eyes  from  sleep. 

It  is  in  vain  to  sing,  or  stay 

Our  free  feet  here,  but  we'll  away ; 

Yet  to  the  lares  this  we'll  say : 

The  time  will  come,  when  you'll  be  aad. 
And  reckon  this  for  fortune  bad, 
T'ave  lost  the  good  ye  might  have  had. 

LIII. 
CEREMONIES  FOR  CANDLEMAS   EVR. 

Down  with  rosemary  and  bays, 

Down  yfixh  the  misletoe 
Instead  of  holly,  now  upraise 

The  greener  box,  for  show. 

The  holly  hitherto  did  sway ; 

Let  box  now  domineer. 
Until  the  dancing  Easter-day 

Or  Easter's  eve  appear. 

Then  youthful  box,  which  now  hath  grace 

Your  houses  to  renew. 
Grown  old,  sunender  must  his  place 

Unto  the  crisped  yew. 
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When  yew  is  out,  then  birch  comes  in, 

And  many  flowers  beside, 
Both  of  a  fresh  and  fragrant  kin 

To  honour  Whitsuntide. 

Green  rushes  then,  and  sweetest  bents, 

With  cooler  oaken  boughs. 
Come  in  for  comely  ornaments, 
To  re-adorn  the  house, 
rhus  times  do  shift ;  each  thing  his  turn  does  hold ; 
New  things  succeed  as  former  things  grow  old. 

LIV. 
THE   CEREMONIES  FOR  CANDLEMAS   DAT. 

Kindle  the  Christmas  brand,  and  then 

Till  sunset  let  it  burn ; 
Which  quench'd,  then  lay  it  up  again. 

Till  Christmas  next  return. 

Part  must  be  kept,  wherewith  to  tend 

.The  Christmas  log  next  year  ; 
And  where  it  is  safely  kept,  the  fiend 

Can  do  no  mischief  there. 

LV. 
DRAW-GLOVES. 

At  Draw-gloves  we'll  play, 

And  prithee  let's  lay 
A  wager,  and  let  it  be  this ; 

Who  first  to  the  sum 

Of  twenty  shall  come. 
Shall  have  for  his  winning  a  kist. 
a  8 


CEREMONY    .^.  . 

Down  with  the  rosemary,  and  so 
Down  with  the  bays  and  misletoe ; 
Down  with  the  holly,  ivy,  all 
Wherewith  ye  dress'd  the  Christmas  h 
That  80  the  superstitious  find 
No  one  least  branch  there  left  behind^ 
For  look,  how  many  leaves  there  be 
Neglected  there,  maids;  trust  to  me, 
So  many  goblins  you  shall  see. 

LVII. 
UPON   CANDLEMAS   DAT. 

End  now  the  white-loaf  and  the  p 
And  let  all  sports  with  Christmas 

LVIII. 
THE  OLIVE  BRANCH. 

Sadly  I  walk'd  within  the  field. 

To  see  what  comfort  it  wo'd  yiel 

And  as  I  went  my  private  way, 

*  ^  olive  branch  before  me  lay 
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LIX. 
CHRISTMAS-EVE,  ANOTHER  CEREMONY. 

Come,  guard  this  night  the  Christmas-pie, 
That  the  thief,  though  ne'er  so  sly, 
With  his  flesh-hooks,  don't  come  nigh 

To  catch  it. 

From  him,  who  all  alone  sits  there, 
Having  his  eyes  still  in  his  ear. 
And  a  deal  of  nightly  fear, 

To  watch  it 

LX. 
THE  SPELL. 

Holy  water  come  and  bring ; 
Cast  in  salt  for  seasoning ; 
Set  the  brush  for  sprinkling ; 
Sacred  spittle  bring  ye  hither ; 
Meal  and  it  now  mix  together ; 
And  a  little  oil  to  either : 
Give  the  tapers  here  their  light ; 
Ring  the  saints'  bell,  to  afiBright 
Far  from  hence  the  evil  sprite. 

LXL 
ANOTHER. 

Wassail  the  trees,  that  they  may  bear 
You  many  a  plum  and  many  a  pear ; 
For  more  or  less  fruits  they  will  bring, 
As  you  do  give  them  wassailing. 
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LXII. 
TWELFTH    NIGHT,   OR   KING    AND   QUEEN. 

Now,  now  the  mirth  comes, 

With  the  cake  full  of  plams. 
Where  bean's  the  king  of  the  sport  here ; 

Beside  we  must  know. 

The  pea  also 
Must  revel  as  queen  in  the  court  here. 

Begin  then  to  choose. 

This  night  as  you  use. 
Who  shall  for  the  present  deligat  here ; 

Be  a  king  by  the  lot. 

And  who  shall  not 
Be  twelfth-day  queen  for  the  night  here. 

Which  known,  let  us  make 

Joy-sops  with  the  cake ; 
And  let  not  a  man  then  be  seen  here. 

Who  unurg'd  will  not  drink. 

To  the  base  from  the  brink, 
A  health  to  the  king  and  the  queen  ii've. 

Next  crown  the  bowl  full 

With  gentle  lambs'  wool ; 
Add  sugar,  nutmeg,  and  ginger, 

With  store  of  ale  too ; 

And  thus  ye  must  do 
To  make  the  wassail  a  swinger. 

Gire  then  to  the  king 
And  oueeu  wassailing; 
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And  though  with  ale  ye  be  wet  here, 

Yet  part  ye  from  hence, 

As  free  from  offence, 
As  when  ye  innocent  met  here. 

LXIII. 

iINT   distaff's   DAT;   OR,  THE  MORROW   AFTER 
TWELFTH   DAT. 

Partly  work  and  partly  play 

Ye  must  on  St.  Distaff's  dayj 

From  the  plough  soon  free  your  team, 

Then  come  home  and  fother  them. 

If  the  maids  a  spinning  go, 

Bum  the  flax,  and  fire  the  tow ; 

Scorch  their  plackets,  but  beware  . 

That  ye  singe  no  maiden-hair. 

Bring  in  pails  of  water  then. 

Let  the  maids  bewash  the  men : 

Give  St.  Distaff  all  the  right. 

Then  bid  Christmas  sport  good  night ; 

And  next  morrow,  every  one 

To  his  own  vocation. 

LXIV. 
CHARMS. 

Let  the  superstitious  wife. 
Near  the  child's  heart  lay  a  knife ; 
Point  be  up  and  hatl  be  down ; 
While  she  gossips  in  the  town. 
This,  'mongst  other  mystic  charmi, 
K«ep8  the  sleeping  child  from  harmti 
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Lxni. 

CHARM. 

Bring  the  holy  crust  of  bread  ; 
Lay  it  underneath  the  head 
'Tis  a  certain  charm  to  keep 
Hags  away,  while  children  sleep. 

LXVIII. 
ANOTHER  CHARM  FOR  STABLES. 

Hang  up  hooks  and  shears  to  scare 
Hence  the  hag,  that  rides  the  mare, 
Till  they  be  all  over  wet 
With  the  mire  and  the  sweat 
This  observ'd,  the  manes,  shall  be, 
Of  your  horses  all  knot  free. 

LXIX. 
ON   HIMSELF. 

One  ear  tingles ;  some  there  be 
That  are  snarling  now  at  me  : 
Be  they  those  that  Homer  bit, 
I  will  give  them  thanks  for  it. 

LXX. 
barley-break;   or   last   in    HELL. 

^e  two  are  last  in  hell ;  what  may  we  fear. 
To  be  tormented,  or  kept  prisoners  here  ? 
Mas !  if  kissing  be  of  plagues  the  worst, 
i¥e'll  wish,  in  hell  we  had  been  last  and  first 


rlhc  morning  nheo  ye  n«e 
.^h  your  bands  and  cleanal 
tt,  be  Bure  ye  haie  a  care 
disperse  the  water  far ; 
as  far  as  that  doth  light, 
far  keeps  the  evil  sprite. 


Vt'ieb  youi  baoda,  ar  else  the  Bn 

id  to  your  desire : 
Unwasb'd  handa,  ye  maideni,  know 
Dead  tbe  Bre,  though  ye  blow. 


This  I'll  tall  ye  by  the  way, 
Mitidens  when  ye  lesTena  lay, 

lough,  and  your  dup*tell 
Will  be  better  for  your  batch. 
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LXXV. 

[B  OLD  wives'  prayer. 

td,  come  forth  and  shield 
city  and  the  field ; 
lard  US|  now  and  aye, 
i  blast  that  burns  by  day ; 
;e  sounds  that  us  affright 
!ad  of  dampish  night ; 
.  hurtful  fiends  us  fro% 
me  the  cocks  first  crow. 


LXXVI. 
ERSE,   TO  MRS.  BRIDGET  LOWMAN, 
FEAST   THERE   ENDED. 

It  yet  at  last  each  one 
>  to's  habitation ; 
much,  when  we  once  do  sever, 
it  we  shall  meet  here  ever. 
ze  time  a  thousand  cares 
11' d  upon  my  silver  hairs, 
I  whether  I  next  year, 
TOM  a  re-meeting  here, 
a  my  last  vow  shall  be, 
or  two  remember  me, 
et ;  but  if  ^ates  do  give 
ad  more  fresh  springs  to  live ; 
hall  her  old  age  renew, 
:e  the  meadow-verse  for  you. 


rU  to  thee  h  limnel  bring, 
'GaioBt  thou  go'it  a  motherii^ ; 
So  tbnt  nhea  she  bleaseth  thee, 
HalC  that  bUntog  thou'lt  pve  me. 


From  noUe  of  Kore-firel  rest  ye  free, 
From  murden  Benedidte ; 
From  all  nuioluiicel  that  may  fright 
Your  pleadng  glnmbera  in  tlu  night  i 
Mercy  wcure  je  all,  and  keep 
The  goblin  from  ye,  while  ye  ilaep. 
Put  one  o'clock,  and  almoM  t*o, 
Uy  maaien  all, "  Qood  day  to  yon," 
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LXXX. 

HIS  OWN   EPITAPH. 

As  weary  pilgprims  once  possess'd 
Of  longed  for  lodging,  go  to  rest ; 
So  I,  now  having  rid  my  way, 
Fix  here  my  button' d  staff  and  stay  ; 
Youth,  1  confess,  hath  me  misled, 
But  age  hath  brought  me  right  to  bed. 

LXXXI. 
UPON   HIS   KINSWOMAN,    MRS.  M.  S. 

Here  lies  a  virgin,  and  as  sweet 
As  e'er  was  wrapt  in  winding  sheet ; 
Her  name,  if  next  you  would  have  known 
The  marble  speaks  it  Mary  Stone ; 
Who  dying  in  her  blooming  years, 
This  stone,  for  name's  sake,  melts  to  lean. 
If,  fragrant  virgins,  you'll  but  keep 
A  fast,  while  jets  and  marbles  weep, 
And,  praying,  strew  some  roses  on  her. 
You'll  do  my  niece  abundant  honour. 
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UPOK  A  t^IROtN. 

hannless  shade,  thy  nightly  houn, 
ing  here  boUi  herhs  and  flowers ; 
idi  mak^  garlands  here  and  there, 

ress  thy  sUent  sepmlchre. 

do  thon  fear  the  want  of  these 

verlasting  properties; 

!e  we  fresh  streWings  will  bring  hither, 

faster  than  the  first  can  wither. 

LZXXVI. 
UPON  A  MAID. 

Here  she  lies,  in  bed  of  spice. 
Fair  as  Eve  in  paradise ; 
For  her  beauty  it  was  such, 
Poets  could  not  praise  too  much. 
Virgins  come,  and  in  a  ring 
Her  supremest  requiem  sing ; 
Then  depart,  but  see  ye  tread 
Lightly,  lightly  o'er  the  dead. 

LXZXYII. 
UPON  THE  LADT  CREW. 

is  Stone  can  tell  the  story  of  my  life, 
hat  was  my  birth,  to  whom  I  was  a  wife ; 
teeming  yean  how  soon  my  sun  was  set, 
bere  now  I  rest,  these  may  be  known  by  jet ; 
r  other  things,  my  many  children  be 
le  best  and  truest  obrenioles  of  me. 
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XCII. 

•N    A   MAID  THAT  DIED   THE   DAT    SHE  WAS 
MARRIED. 

That  mom  which  saw  me  made  a  hride, 
The  ev'ning  witness*d  that  I  died. 
Those  holy  lights,  wherewith  they  guide 
Unto  the  bed  the  bashful  bride, 
Ser^'d  but  as  tapers,  for  to  bum, 
And  light  my  reliques  to  their  um. 
This  epitaph,  which  here  you  see, 
Supply'd  die  epithalamy. 

XCIII. 
AN  EPITAPH  UPON  A  SOBER  MATRON* 

With  blameless  carriage  I  lived  here, 
To  th*  almost  seven  and  fortieth  year. 
Stout  sons  I  had,  and  those  twice  three, 
One  only  daughter  lent  to  me : 
The  which  was  made  a  happy  bride, 
But  thrice  three  moons  before  she  died. 
My  modest  wedlock,  'that  was  known 
Contented  with  the  bed  of  one. 

zciv. 

UPON   HIS  SPANIEL   TRACT. 

Now  thou  art  dead,  no  eye  shall  ever  see. 
For  shape  and  service.  Spaniel,  like  to  thee. 
This  shall  my  love  do,  g^iye  thy  sad  death  one 
Tear,  that  deserves  of  me  a  million. 

o 
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xcnii. 

UFOM  A  CHILD  THAT  DIED. 

Here  she  lies,  a  pretty  bad, 

Lately  made  of  flesh  and  blood ;  !I 

Who,  as  soon  fell  hst  asleep,  |1  , 

As  her  little  eyes  did  peep.  \i 

Give  her  strewings,  but  not  stir 

The  earth,  that  lightly  covers  her« 


i 
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UPON   BEN  JONSON. 

• 

Here  lies  Jonson  with  the  rest 

Of  the  poets ;  but  the  best 

Reader,  wouldst  thou  more  have  known  t 

Ask  his  story,  not  this  stone ; 

That  will  speak,  what  this  can't  tell 

Of  his  glory.    So  fiuewelL 

a 

UPON  HIMSELF  BEING  BURIED. 

Let  me  sleep  this  night  away. 
Till  the  dawning  of  the  day ; 
Then  at  th'  opening  of  mine  eyes, 
I,  and  all  the  world  shall  rise. 

CI. 
UPON    A  YIROIN. 

Here  a  solemn  fast  we  keep. 
While  all  beauty  lies  asleep, 
Hush'd  be  all  things,  no  noise  here 
But  the  toning  of  a  tear ; 
Or  a  sigh  of  such  as  bring 
Cowslipt  for  her  coyering. 
0  2 
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Td  print  our  povnut  tbe  pnTDUnv  noj 
It  Pama,  tba  bnWb  of  popnlti  tpplniui 
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LXXX. 

HIS   OWN   EPITAPH. 

As  weary  pilgprims  once  possessed 
Of  long'd  for  lodging,  go  to  rest ; 
So  I,  now  having  rid  my  way, 
Fix  here  my  hutton'd  sta£f  and  stay ; 
Youth,  1  confess,  hath  me  misled, 
But  age  hath  brought  me  right  to  bed. 

LXXXI. 
UPON   HIS   KINSWOMAN,    MRS.  M.  S. 

Here  lies  a  virgin,  and  as  sweet 
As  e'er  was  wrapt  in  winding  sheet ; 
Her  name,  if  next  you  would  have  known 
The  marble  speaks  it  Mary  Stone ; 
Who  dying  in  her  blooming  years. 
This  stone,  for  name's  sake,  melts  to  tean. 
If,  fragrant  virgins,  you'll  but  keep 
A  fast,  while  jets  and  marbles  weep, 
And,  praying,  strew  some  roses  on  her, 
You'll  do  my  niece  abundant  honour. 


j>  the  miod. 
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CXYIII. 
10   SOMETIMES   PERMITTED. 

Nature  do  deny 
lours,  let  Art  supply. 

cxix. 

PHYSICIANS. 

ight  not  against  men,  but  these 
nen,  by  conquering  the  disease. 

cxx. 

OOK'D   for   COMES   AT   LAST. 

it  be,  years  may  repay  the  debt; 
that  which  he  in  time  may  get. 

cxxi. 

rER   TOO    LATE   TO   DIE. 

late  unto  that  place,  from  whence 
had  a  regredience. 

cxxii. 

VETOUS   STILL   CAPTIVES. 

1  that  small  pittance  that  we  have; 
ore  is  evermore  a  slave. 

CXXIII. 
?HINGS  OVERCOME  MIGHTY. 

means  things  mighty  are  overthrown, 
life  who  contemns  his  own. 

cxxiv. 

KINGS. 

m  kings,  but  are  men  renown*d ; 
irm*d  next,  and  at  last  are  crown'd. 
0  3 
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in'Bt  diou  one  month  wo'd  tab  th;  life  am} 
lu'dit  weep :  but  Uugh,  ibo'd  it  not  last  i  di 
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liarj  no  oiber  thing  is.  Tall;  »y>, 

s  frequent  bme  ipoke  out  *riA  prd 
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BT  USE  COMES  EASIHESS. 

md  the  bow,  and  thou  with  ease  shalt  dd 
X  otfaeis  caa't  with  all  their  strength  put  to. 

CXXXIIT. 
MONET  MAKES  THE  MIRTH. 

When  all  birds  else  do  of  their  music  fail, 
Money's  the  still  sweet  singing  nightingale. 

cxzxiy. 

MAIDS  NATS   ARE  NOTHING. 

Maids  nays  are  nothing,  they  are  shy, 
But  to  desire  what  they  deny. 

czzxv. 

DEL  AT. 

Break  offhctelay,  since  we  but  read  of  one 
That  ever  prospered  by  cunctation. 

CXZXYI. 
AMBITION. 

In  wajTS  to  greatness,  think  on  this. 
That  slippery  all  ambition  is. 

CXXXYII. 
THE   ROSEMART   BRANCH. 

Orow  for  two  ends,  it  matters  not  at  all, 
Be't  for  my  bridal  or  my  buriaL 

CXXXVIII. 
ONCE   SEEN,   AND  NO   MORE. 

Thousands  each  day  pass  by,  which  we, 
Once  past  and  gone,  no  more  shall  see.    - 
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ATHORISMl. 

CXLTI. 
WRITING. 

When  wikdfl  we  want,  love  teacheth  to  indite  ; 
And  what  we  blush  to  speak,  she  bids  us  writ( 

CXLYII. 
SOCIETY. 

Two  things  do  make  society  stand ; 

The  first  commerce  is,  and  the  next  command. 

CZLVIII. 
SATISFACTION   FOR   SUFFERINGS. 

For  all  our  works  a  recompense  is  sure ; 

'Tis  sweet  to  think  on  what  was  hard  to  endur> 

CXLIX. 
NEED. 

1^'ho  begs  to  die  for  fear  of  human  need, 
Wisheth  his  body,  not  his  soul  good  speed. 

CL. 
THE   BODY. 

The  body  is  the  souVs  poor-house  or  home, 
Whose  ribs  the  laths  are,  and  whose  flesh  the  loan 

CLI. 
ON   LOVE. 

LoYe  is  a  kind  of  war ;  hence  those  who  fear, 
No  cowards  must  his  royal  ensigns  bear. 

CLII. 
ANOTHER. 

Where  lore  begins,  there  dread  thy  first  desire 
A  spark  neglected  makes  a  mighty  fire. 
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oLni. 

FACTIONS, 

The  factions  of  the  great  ones  cdl* 
To  side  with  them,  Sie  conunons  tiXL 

CLIV. 
SLAYERTi 

'Tis  liherty  to  serve  one  lord ;  but  he 
Who  many  serves,  serves  base  servility. 

CLV. 
SURFEITS. 

Bad  are  all  surfeits ;  but  physicians  call 
That  surfeit  took  by  bread,  the  worst  of  alL 

CLVI. 
TEARS; 

Tears  most  prevail ;  with  tears  too  fhou  may'st  move 
Rocks  to  relent,  and  coyest  maids  to  love. 

CLVII. 
TRUTH. 

Truth  is  best  found  out  by  the  time  and  eyes, 
Falsehood  wins  credit  by  uncertainties. 

CLVIII. 
THE   ETES   BEFORE  THE   EARS. 

We  credit  most  our  sight ;  one  eye  doth  please 
Our  trust  far  more  than  ten  ear-witnesses. 

CLIX. 
WANT. 

Want  is  a  softer  wax,  that  takes  thereon. 
This,  that,  and  every  base  impression. 
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CLX. 
BLAME. 

In  battles  what  disasteA  £edl, 

The  king,  he  bean  the  blame  of  all. 

CLXI. 
TWILIGHT. 

Twilight,  no  other  thing  is,  poets  say. 
Than  the  last  part  of  night,  and  first  of  day. 

CLXII. 
VERSES. 

Who  will  not  honour  noble  numbers,  when 
Verses  outlive  the  bravest  deeds  of  men  ? 

CLXIII. 
HAPPINESS. 

That  Happiness  does  still  the  longest  thrive, 
Where  joys  and  griefs  have  turns  alternative. 

CLXIV. 
THINGS   OF  CHOICE,   LONG   COMING. 

We  pray  'gainst  war,  yet  we  enjoy  no  peace  ; 
Desire  deferred  is,  that  it  may  increase. 

CLXV. 
BURIAL. 

Man  may  want  land  to  live  in ;  but  for  all, 
Nature  finds  out  some  place  for  burial. 

CLXVI. 
THE  MEAN. 

Imparity  doth  ever  dbcord  bring ; 

The  mean,  the  ipusie  makes  in  everything. 
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CLXYII. 
HIS  LOSS. 

All  has  been  plundered  from  me  but  my  wit: 
Fortune  herself  can  lay  no  claim  to  it. 

CLXYIII. 
UPON   LOYE. 

Love  is  a  circle,  and  an  endless  sphere ; 
From  good  to  good,  revolving  here  and  the 

CLXIX. 
LENITY. 

'Tis  the  chirurgeon's  praise,  and  height  of  i^r 
Not  to  cut  off  but  cure  the  vicious  part. 

CLXX. 
GRIEF. 

t 

Consider  sorrows,  how  they  are  aright; 
Grief,  if 't  be  great,  'tis  short ;  if  long,  'tis  light 

CLXXI. 
COUNSEL. 

'Twas  Caesar's  saying;  kings  no  less  conquerors  in 
By  their  wise  counsel,  than  they  be  by  war. 

CLXXII. 
MOST   WORDS,   LESS  WORKS. 

In  desp'rate  cases,  all,  or  most  are  known 
Commanders;  few  for  execution. 

CLXXIII. 
DRAW   AND   DRINK. 

Milk  still  your  fountains  and  your  springs ;  for 
The  more  they're  drawn,  the  less  they  will  gro? 
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cLxxnr. 

PENITENCE. 

Who  after  bis  transgression  doth  repent, 
Is  half,  or  altogether  innocent. 

CLXXY. 
BEAUTY. 

Beauty's  no  other  but  a  lovely  grace 
Of  lively  colours  flowing  from  the  face. 

CLZXVI. 
READINESS. 

The  readiness  of  doing  doth  express 
No  other  hut  the  doer's  willingness. 

CLXXVIl. 
THE    ETE. 

A  wanton  and  lascivious  eye 
Betrays  the  heart's  adultery. 

CLXXVIII. 
VIRTUE   BEST   UNITED. 

By  so  much,  virtue  is  the  less, 
By  how  much,  near  to  singleness. 

CLXXIX. 
REGRESSION    SPOILS   RESOLUTION. 

Hast  thou  attempted  greatness  ?  then  go  on ; 
Back-turning  slackens  resolution. 

CLXXX. 
CONTENTION. 

Discreet  and  prudent  we  that  discord  caD, 
That  either  profits,  or  not  hurts  at  all. 
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CLXXXI. 
CONSULTATION. 

Consult  ere  thou  begin'st;  that  done,  go  on  ( 
With  all  wise  speed  for  execution. 

CLXXXII. 
OUR  OWN  SINS   UNSEEN. 

Other  men's  sins  we  ever  bear  in  mind ; 
None  sees  the  £Eurdel  of  his  fiEiults  behind. 

CLXXXIIT. 
KG  PAINS,   NO  GAINS. 

If  little  labour,  little  are  our  gains 
Man's  fortunes  are  according  to  his  pains. 

CLZZXIV. 

examples:  or,  like  prince  like  people. 

Examples  lead  us,  and  we  likely  see. 
Such  as  the  prince  is,  will  his  people  be. 

CLXXXV. 
POTENTATES. 

liove  and  the  Graces  evermore  doth  wait 
Upon  the  man  that  is  a  potentate. 

CLXXXVI. 
DEATH   ENDS  ALL   WOE. 

Time  is  the  bound  of  things ;  where'er  we  go, 
Fate  gives  a  meeting ;  death's  the  end  of  woe. 

CLXXXVII. 
CLEMENCY   IN   KINGS. 

Kings  must  not  only  cherish  up  the  good, 
But  must  be  niggards  of  the  meanest  blooid. 


« 


APHORISMS.  125 

CLXXXVIIl. 
ANGER. 

Wrongs,  if  neglected,  vanish  in  short  time ; 
But  heard  with  anger,  we  confess  the  crime. 

CLXZXIX. 
MODERATION. 

In  things  a  moderation  keep ; 

Kings  ought  to  shear,  not  skin  their  sheep 

cxc. 

POWER  AND  PEACE. 

'Tis  never,  or  hut  seldom  known, 
Power  and  Peace  to  keep  one  throoe. 

cxci. 

CRUELTIES. 

Nero  commanded,  hut  withdrew  his  eyes 
From  the  heholding  death  and  cruelties. 

cxcii. 

HEALTH. 

Health  is  no  other,  as  the  learned  hold, 
But  a  just  measure  hoth  of  heat  and  cold. 

cxciii. 

BITING   OF   BEGGARS. 

Who,  railing,  drives  the  lazar  from  his  door. 
Instead  of  alms,  sets  dogs  upon  the  poor. 

czciv. 

ADVERSITY. 

Adversity  hurts  none  but  only  such 

Whom  whitest  fortune  dandled  has  too  much. 


I 
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CZCV. 
WANT. 

Need  is  no  vice  at  all,  though  here  it  be. 
With  men  a  loathed  inconveniency. 

CXCYI. 
GRIEF. 

Sorrows  divided  amongst  many,  lest 
Discruciate  a  man  in  deep  distress. 

CXCVII. 
NO   ACTION   BARD  TO   AFFECTION. 

Nothing  hard  or  harsh  can  prove 
Unto  those  that  truly  love. 

CZCVIII. 
REWARDS  AND  PUNISHMENTS. 

All  things  are  open  to  these  two  events, 
Or  to  rewards,  or  else  to  punishments 

cxcix. 

SHAME,   NO  STATIST. 

Shame  is  a  had  attendant  to  a  state ; 

He  rents  his  crown  that  fears  the  people's  hate 

cc. 

KISSING  AND  BUSSING. 

Kissing  and  bussing  differ  both  in  this ; 
We  buss  our  wantons,  but  our  wives  we  kiss. 

cci. 

CROSS  AND  PILE. 

Fair  and  foul  days  trip  cross  and  pile ;  the  foir 
Far  less  in  number  than  our  foul  days  are. 
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ecu. 

LOSS  FROM  THE  LEAST. 

Great  men  by  small  means  oft  are  overthrown ; 
He's  lord  of  thy  life,  who  contemns  his  own. 

CCIII. 
GREAT  SPIRITS  8UPERV1VE. 

Our  mortal  parts  may  wrapt  in  sere- clothes  lie ; 
Great  spirits  never  with  their  bodies  die. 

cciv. 

THE  CREDIT  OF  THE  CONQUEROR. 

e  who  commends  the  vanquished,  speaks  the  power* 
nd  glorifies  the  worthy  conqueror. 

ccv. 

CHANGE  GIVES  CONTENT. 

What  now  we  like,  anon  we  disapprove ; 
The  new  successor  drives  away  old  love. 

ccvi. 

ACCUSATION. 

If  Accusation  only  can  draw  blood, 

None  shall  be  guiltless,  be  he  ne'er  so  good. 

CCVII. 
PRIDE  ALLOWABLE  IN  POETS. 

As  thou  deserv'st,  be  proud ;  then  gladly  let 
The  Muse  give  thee  the  Delphic  coronet 

CCVIII. 
DISCORD  NOT  DISADVANTAGEOUS. 

Fortune  no  higher  project  can  devise. 
Than  to  sow  discord  'mongst  thy  enemies. 


It  of  ilie  KOrid  be  mint  who  once  coaiea 
3  laa-a  eiempted  is  fTom  death  or  no. 


worse  ihan  birbarou*  cniel^  to  ibow 
No  pari  of  pit?  on  a  cooquer'd  fa«. 


Nothing  is  new)  we  walk  where  odierawel 
There's  do  vioe  now,  bnt  has  ilB  [xecedent 
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CCZYI. 
OftlEFS. 

Joye  may  afford  ua  thousands  of  relieb ; 
Since  man  expos'd  is  to  a  world  of  griefik 

CCXVII. 
EMPIRES. 

Empires  of  kings  are  now,  and  ever  were 
As  Sallust  saith,  coincident  to  fear. 

CCXVIII. 
PUTREFACTION. 

Putrefaction  is  the  end 

Of  all  that  Nature  doth  intend. 

ccxix. 

PASSION. 

Were  there  not  a  matter  known. 
There  would  be  no  Passion. 

ccxx. 

THE  CROWD  AND  COMPANY. 

In  holy  meetings,  there  a  man  may  be 
One  of  the  Crowd,  not  of  the  Company. 

ccxxi. 

POLICY  IN  PRINCES. 

That  Princes  may  possess  a  surer  seat, 

'Tis  fit  they  make  no  one  with  them  too  great. 

CCXZII. 
HIS  WEAKNESS  IN  WOES. 

cannot  suffer ;  and  in  this,  my  part 

r  patience  wants.    Grief  brei^  the  stoutest  hearc 
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CCXXIII. 
If  AM*S  DTINO-PLACE  UNCERTAIN. 

Man  knows  where  first  he  ships  himsetf ;  but  be 
Never  can  tell  where  shall  his  landing  be. 

CCXXIY. 
NiOTHINQ  FREE-COST. 

Nothing  comes  free-eost  here ;  Jove  will  not  let 
•  His  gifts  go  from  him,  if  not  bought  with  fweat 

CCXXY. 
BEGINNING,   DIFFICULT. 

Hard  are  the  two  first  stairs  unto  a  crown ; 
Which  got,  the  third  bids  him  a  king  come  down. 

cczxvi. 

REST. 

On  with  thy  work,  though  thou  be'st  hardly  pren'd; 
Labour  is  held  up  by  the  hope  of  rest. 

ccxxvii. 

COMFORTS   IN   CROSSES. 

Be  not  dismayed,  though  crosses  cast  thee  down; 
Thy  fall  is  but  the  rising  to  a  crown. 

CCXXVIII. 
PARTIAL-GILT   POETRY. 

Let's  strive  to  be  the  best ;  the  Gods,  we  know  iti 
Pillars,  and  men,  hate  an  indifierent  poet. 

cczzix. 

FEAR  OETS   FORCE. 

Despair  takes  heart,  when  there's  no  hope  to  qpeed; 
The  coward  then  takes  arms,  and  does  the  deed. 
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CCZZX. 
NO  MAN   WITHOUT   MONET. 

No  man  such  rare  parts  hath,  that  he  can  swim 
If  &Tour  or  occasion  help  not  him. 

ccxxxi. 

THB  PRESENT   TIME   BEST   PLBASETH. 

Praise,  they  that  will,  times  past ;  I  joy  to  see 
Myself  now  live ;  this  age  hest  pleaseth  me. 

CCXXXII. 
BAD  WAGES   FOR   GOOD   SERVICE. 

In  this  misfortune  kings  do  most  excel, 

To  hear  the  worst  from  men  when  they  do  well. 

CCZXXIII. 
CHOOSE   FOR   THE   BEST. 

Give  house-room  to  the  hest;  'tis  never  known, 
Virtue  and  pleasure  hoth  to  dwell  in  one. 

ccxxxiv. 

BAD  MAY   BE   BETTER. 

Man  may  at  first  transgress,  but  next  do  well ; 
Vice  doth  in  some  but  lodge  a  while,  not  dwell. 

ccxxxv. 

RULES   FOR  OUR   REACH. 

Men  must  have  bounds  how  far  to  walk  ;  for  we 
Are  made  far  worse  by  lawless  liberty. 

ccxxxvi. 

MORE  MODEST,  MORE  MANLT. 

'Tis  Still  observ'd,  those  men  most  valiant  are 
That  are  most  modest  ere  they  come  to  war. 


r Faith  ia  «  thing  that's  four-square ;  let  it  U 
This  way  oi  that,  it  not  declines  at  aU. 


PllTlBRCB   IK    rRIHCB*. 


APHORISMS.  US 

CCXLIV. 
STRENGTH  TO  SUPPORT  SOVEREIGNTT. 

Let  kings  and  rulers  learn  this  line  from  me ; 
Where  power  is  weak,  unsafe  is  majesty. 

CCXLY. 
SUSPICION   HAKES   SECURE. 

He  that  will  live  of  all  cares  dispossess' d, 
Must  Shun  the  bad,  aye,  and  suspect  the  best 

CCXLVI. 
CARE  A  GOOD  KEEPER. 

Care  keeps  the  conquest ;  'tis  no  less  renown 
To  keep  a  city,  than  to  win  a  town. 

CCXLVII. 
SEEK   AND   FIND. 

Attempt  the  end,  and  never  stand  to  doubt ; 
Nothing's  so  hard,  but  search  will  find  it  out 

CCXLVIII. 
MULTITUDE. 

We  trust  not  to  the  multitude  in  war, 
But  to  the  stout,  and  those  that  skilful  are. 

CCXLIX. 
RAPINE   BRINGS   RUIN. 

What's  got  by  justice,  is  establish'd  si^« ; 
No  kingdoms  got  by  rapine  long  endure. 

CCL. 
THE  FIRST   MARS    OR   MAKES. 

In  all  our  high  desig^ments,  'twill  appear. 
The  first  event  breeds  confidence  or  fear. 

P  2 


iBhitn 


It  happily. 


I  r»CE    NOT    «M*«1^"- 

ecu"- 

aODEKAtloS- 
PARDOSI- 

^.  in  «w  the  b«t  coatentm™*  I 

:e";et:»S»aeup-ith»P^-'"' 
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ccLViir. 

THE   MEAN. 

Tis  mUch  among  the  filthy  to  be  clean ; 
Our  heat  of  youth  can  hardly  keep  the  mean; 

CCLIX. 
LAWS. 

Who  violates  the  customs,  hurts  the  health, 
Not  of  one  man,  but  all  the  commonwealth. 

CCLX. 
STUDIES   TO  BE   SUPPORTED. 

Studies  themselves  will  languish  and  decay, 
When  either  price  or  praise  is  ta'en  away. 

CCLXI. 
CONFORHITT   IS  COMELY. 

Conformity  gives  comeliness  to  things, 
And  equal  shares  exclude  all  murmurings. 

CCLXII. 
THINGS  MORTAL   STILL   MUTABLE. 

Things  are  uncertain,  and  the  more  we  get, 
The  more  on  icy  pavements  we  are  set 

CCLXIII. 
GREAT   MALADIES,   LONG  MEDICINES. 

To  an  old  sore  a  long  cure  must  go  on ; 
Great  faults  require  great  satis&ction. 

CCLXIV. 
FEAR. 

Man  must  do  well  out  of  a  good  intent, 
Not  for  the  servile  fear  'of  punishment 
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^CLXV. 
OBEDIENCE  IN  SUBJECTS. 

The  gods  to  kings  the  judgment  gi^e  to  Bwayt 
The  suhje€ts  only  glory  to  obey. 

CCLXVI. 
MORE  POTENT,   LESS  PECCANT. 

He  that  may  sin  sins  least ;  leave  to  transgrea 
Enfeebles  much  the  seeds  of  wickedness. 

CCLXVII. 
CROSSES. 

Though  good  things  answer  many  good  intenti, 
Crosses  do  still  bring  forth  the  best  events. 

CCLXVIII. 
MISERIES. 

Though  hourly  comforts  firom  the  gods  we  see, 
No  life  is  yet  life-proof  firom  misery. 

CCLXIX. 
THE  HAND  AND  TONGUE. 

Two  parts  of  us  successively  command ; 

The  tongue  in  peace,  but  then  in  war  the  hand. 

CCLXX. 
THE  POWER  IN  THE  PEOPLE. 

Let  kings  command,  and  do  the  best  they  may, 
The  saucy  subjects  still  will  bear  the  sway. 

CCLXXI. 
MONET  GETS  THE  MASTERY. 

Fight  thou  with  shafts  of  silver,  and  o'ercome 
When  no  force  else  can  get  the  masterdom. 


,foriuiit 

,  Godhead  o"*ff^^"  ;ni- 
a  God,  but  ha  that  pwy"" 

Xmbilion  1"  "      .„  i,_  ,  kino, 
K=.t  iQ  win  when^'**  '    ,       .„ 


1^,  not  a  Dcedj  EiIe  ; 


put,  another  can  wc  ha*e. 


most,  does  leut ;  the  bnveit  will 
y  there,  nhere  tbej  have  powei  to  kiC 
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CCC. 
MERITS  MAKE  THE  MAN. 

Our  honoun  and  our  commendatioDS  be 
Dae  to  the  moits,  not  authority. 

ccci. 

GOLD  BBFOEB  GOODNESS. 

How  rich  a  man  is,  all  desire  to  know. 
Bat  none  enquires  if  g^ood  he  be,  or  no. 

CCCII. 
REPLETION. 

PhysicianB  say,  repletion  springs 
More  firom  the  sweet  than  sour  things. 

CCCIII. 
DANGERS  WAIT  ON  KINGS. 

As  oft  as  night  is  banish'd  by  the  mom, 
So  oft  we'll  think  we  see  a  King  new  bom. 

ccciv. 

EVENT  OF  THIKflS  NOT  IN  OUR  POWER. 

By  time  and  counsel,  do  the  best  we  can, 
Th'  event  is  never  in  the  power  of  man. 

cccv. 

^HE  DIFFERENCE  BETWIXT  KINGS  AND  SUBJECTS. 

wixt  kings  and  subjects  there's  this  mighty  odds, 
ibjects  are  taught  by  men ;  kings  by  the  gods. 

cccvi. 

SAFETY  ON  THE  SHORE. 

lat  though  the  sea  be  calm  ?    Tmst  to  the  shore : 
ipe  have  been  drown' d,    where  late  they  danc'd 
before. 


beuU  in  putuTM  fsrd, 


Frm 
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OOCZIV. 
DISTRUST. 

Whatever  men  for  loyalty  pretend, 

'Tia  wisdom's  part  to  doubt  a  fiEuthfid  friend. 

CCCXY. 
PLEASURES   PERNICIOUS. 

Where  pleasures  rule  a  kingdom,  never  there 
Is  sober  virtue  seen  to  move  her  sphere. 

cccxvi. 

EXCESS. 

Excess  is  sluttish ;  keep  the  mean ;  for  why  ? 
Virtue's  clean  concave  is  sobriety. 

CCCXVII. 
RECOMPENSE. 

Who  plants  an  olive,  but  to  eat  the  oil  ? 
Rewi^,  we  know,  is  the  chief  end  of  toil. 

CCCXVIII. 

THE   WILL    If  AXES  THE  WORK,  OR  CONSENT    MAKES 

THE   CURE. 

No  grief  is  grown  so  desperate,  hut  the  ill 
Is  half  way  cured,  if  the  party  wiU. 

cccxix. 

SAUCE  POR   SORROWS. 

Although  our  suffering  meet  with  no  relief, 
An  equal  mind  is  the  best  sauce  for  grief. 

cccxx. 

NO  DANGER  TO   MEN   DESPERATE. 

When  fear  admits  no  hope  of  safety,  then 
Necessity  makes  dastards  valiant  men. 
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CCCXXI. 
QENTLEI)  ESS. 

That  prince  must  govern  with  a  gentle  hand, 
Who  will  have  love  comply  with  his  command. 

CCCXXI  I. 
ON   LOVE. 

That  love  'twixt  men  does  ever  longest  last, 
Where  war  and  peace  the  dice  by  turns  do  caiRt 

cccxxiii. 

THE   SOUL   IS  THE  SALT. 

The  body's  salt  the  soul  is ;  which  when  gonfl^ 
The  flesh  soon  sucks  in  putre£M;tioii. 

cccxziv. 

FLATTERY. 

What  is't  that  wastes  a  prince  t  example  shorn 
'lis  flattery  spends  a  king  more  than  his  foes. 

cccxxv. 

UPON   KINGS. 

Kings  must  be  dauntless ;  subjects  will  contemn 
Those  who  want  hearts,  and  wear  a  diadem. 

cccxxvi. 

A    KINO   AND  NO   KING. 

That  prince  who  may  do  nothing  hut  what's  just, 
Rules  but  by  leave,  and  takes  his  crown  on  trust 

cccxxvii. 

PLOTS   NOT   STILL   PROSPEROUS. 

All  are  not  ill  plots  that  do  sometimes  fail, 

Nor  those  false  vows  which  oft  times  don't  prevail 
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CCCXXVIII. 
FOOLISHNESS. 

In*8  Tusc'lanes,  Tully  doth  oonfess* 
No  plague  there's  like  to  foolishness. 

CCCXXK. 
TRUTH    AND  FALSEHOOD. 

I 

Ti;pth  by  her  own  simplicity  is  known; 
Falsehood  by  varnish  and  yermillion. 

cccxzx. 

ON   LOVE. 

Love's  of  itself  too  sweet;  the  best  of  all 
Is,  when  love's  honey  has  a  dash  of  gall. 

cccxxxi. 

ABSTINENCE. 

Against  diseases  here  the  strongest  fence 
Is  the  defensive  virtue,  abstinence. 

CCCXXXII. 
WAR. 

If  tings  and  kingdoms  once  distracted  be, 
The  sword  of  war  must  try  the  sovereignty. 

CCCXXXIII. 
THE   VOICE   AND  VIOL. 

Rare  is  the  voice  itself,  but  when  we  sing 
To  the  lute  or  viol,  then  'tis  ravishing. 

cccxxxiv. 

OBEDIENCE. 

No  man  so  well  a  kingdom  rules,  as  he 
Who  hath  himself  obeyed  the  sovereignty. 


i 
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CCCXXXV. 
AFTER   AUTUMN,    WINTER. 

Die,  ere  long,  Pm  sure  I  shall ; 
After  leaves  the  tree  must  fiedl. 

cccxxxvi. 

A   GOOD   DEATH. 

For  truth  I  may  this  sentence  tell. 
No  man  dies  ill  that  liveth  welL 

CCCXXXVI  I. 
SINCERITY. 

Wash  dean  the  vessel,  lest  ye  sour 
Whatever  liquor  in  ye  pour. 

CCCXXXVIII. 

If  wholesome  diet  can  re-cure  a  man. 
What  need  of  physic  or  physician  ? 

cccxxxix. 

SPEAK   IN  SEASON. 

When  times  are  troubled,  then  forbear ;  but  speak 
When  a  clear  day  out  of  a  cloud  does  break. 

CCCXL. 
THE  END. 

If  well  thou  hast  beg^n,  go  on  fore-right; 
It  is  the  end  that  crowns  us,  not  the  fight 

CCCXLI. 
THE        END. 

Conquer  we  shall,  but  we  must  first  contend ; 
'Tis  not  the  fight  that  crowns  us,  but  the  end. 


n"~T 
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CCCXLII. 
TO     Hit     MVtB. 

Go  woo  young  Charlos  no  more  to  look. 
Than  but  to  read  tbii  in  my  book ; ' 
How  Herrick  b^  if  that  he  can> 
Not  like  the  Muie,  to  lore  the  man, 
Who  by  the  shepherds  timg  long  sinoe, 
The  star-led  birth  of  Charles  the  Prinoe. 
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CCCXLIII. 

THE  poet's  good  WISHES  FOR  THE 

MOST    HOPEFUL   AND  HANDSOME  PRINCE, 

THE  DUKE  OF  YORK. 

May  his  pretty  dukeship  grow 

Like  t'  a  rose  of  Jericho ; 

Sweeter  far  than  ever  yet 

Show'rs  or  sunshines  could  b^;et. 

May  the  graces  and  the  hours 

Strew  his  hopes,  and  him  with  flowers ; 

And  so  dress  hira  up  with  love, 

As  to  be  the  chick  of  Jove. 

May  the  thrice-three-sisters  sing 

Him  the  sovereign  of  their  spring ; 

And  entitle  none  to  be 

Prince  of  Helicon  but  he. 

May  his  soft  foot,  where  it  treads, 

Gardens  thence  produce  and  meads ; 

And  those  meadows  full  be  set 

With  the  rose  and  the  violet 

May  his  ample  name  be  known 

To  the  last  succession ; 

And  his  actions  high  be  told 

Through  the  world,  but  writ  in  gold. 


J,  ■□  earl,  najr  more,  a  man, 

litH  iweet  number*  well  m  any  can; 
Jvliy  ihen  are  not  these  verses  hurl'd, 
Eibyls'  leavea,  Ihroughoul  the  unple  woiU' 
'^^-- j«.rel,ifitb«notMt 

^  so,  dien  the  beholders  cry, 
ire  D  gem,  as  rare  as  Bslui'  eye. 
public  praise  doea  run  upon  the  atone, 
must  rich,  a  rare,  a  precious  one. 
it  your  jewels  then  unto  the  view, 
we  may  praise  them,  or  tbemaelves  prize  to 
;  cuiii^eal'd,  with  Horace  you'll  confen, 
-  jiiuch  from  drowsy  ilolhfulnesa. 


the  rare  arch-poet  Jonaon  died, 

nek  grew  loathsome,  and  the  buakins  ptife 

*■"»  with  the  stage's  glory,  stood 


and  anrant  ignornnce  came  in  ; 

^noraace  as  theirs  iras,  who  once  liiss' 

I  utiequall'd  play^  the  AlchymiBt; 

lie  upon  'eiu  1     Lastly,  loo,  all  wit 

dtter  darktieas  did,  and  still  nil!  sit 

eepmg  the  lueklfiv^  age  nut.  till  that  she 

iex  reaurtecrion  has  again  with  thee. 


Th<ta  had's 

t  the  wrt 

lath  before,  now  lake  the  tre 

Thatbence 

forth  not 

le  be  laurel  crown'd  but  the 

T»TH.tA.T„* 

R"v"L7^.aoyB»s<«.T<. 

When  I  of  ViUars  do  but  hear  the  name. 

It  caUs  t 

0  mind  that  mighty  Buckingham, 

Who  was 

your  br 

ive  exulted  uncle  here. 

Binding 

the  »ho] 

e  of  fortune  to  his  aphere  ; 

Whospu 

m'datei 

iTj,  and  could  bring,  with  eai 

Ad  end  I 

o  all  his 

stately  purposes. 

For  bis  J 

Dve  then 

,  whose  eaored  reliques  aho 

Their  re! 

n  and  their  growth  in  you  : 

And  fori 

my  sake, 

who  ever  did  prefer 

You  abo' 

It  all  the 

Permit  d 

ny  book 

to  have  a  free  access 

To  km] 

lorn  bend,  most  dainty  governeis. 

- 

■^ 
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f  hands,  or  about,  or  praises  proof 
:  the  playhouse  sides,  or  cleave  her  roof, 
e  scene  was,  and  that  monstrous  sin 
nd  arrant  igpnorance  came  in ; 
irance  as  theirs  was,  who  once  hiss'd 
equalled  play,  the  Alchymist ; 
»on  'em !     Lastly,  too,  all  wit 
larkness  did,  and  still  will  sit 
the  luckless  age  out.  till  that  she 
Tection  has  agrain  with  thee. 

CCCXLVI. 
ANOTHER. 

'st  the  wreath  before,  now  take  the  tree ; 
:eforth  none  be  laurel  crown'd  but  thee. 

CCCXLVII. 

:  LADT  MART  VILLARS,  GOVERNESS  TO 
THE  PRINCESS  HENRIETTA. 

I  of  Villars  do  but  hear  the  name, 
to  mind  that  mighty  Buckingham, 

as  your  brave  exalted  uncle  here, 

g  the  whole  of  fortune  to  his  sphere ; 

lum'd  at  envy,  and  could  bring,  with  ease, 

I  to  all  his  stately  purposes. 

\  love  then,  whose  sacred  reliques  show 

"esurrection  and  their  growth  in  you ; 

r  my  sake,  who  ever  did  prefer 

»ove  all  those  sweets  of  Westminster ; 
my  book  to  have  a  free  access 

I  your  hand,  most  dainty  governess. 


>B  of  youth,  a. 
it  lo  be  tlie  a. 


St  you 


lady  of  the  spiing, 
-    a  king, 


id  grove 


with  myttlea,  nhose  each  leif  drops  love. 

a  BWBM-facpd  wooii-nyniph  liere  is  seen, 
ieh  chaste  order  you  are  now  the  Queen. 
.•SI  their  homage  when  they  come  and  strew 
walks  with  flowers,  and  give  their  crowns  tr 
levy  throne,  with  lily-woik  possess, 
be  both  pimcess  here,  aad  poetess. 


,lf  wLen  Iheae  lyrics,  Cicsar,  you  shall  hear 
And  that  Apollo  shall  go  touch  your  ear. 
As  for  to  make  this,  that,  or  any  one 
Number,  your  own,  hy  free  adoption : 
<  That  verse,  of  all  the  verses  here,  shall  te 
The  heir  to  this  great  realm  of  poetry. 


h 


f  On,  Bii  thou  hast  hefti^,  brave  youth,  and  get 
;'  The  palm  from  Urbin,  Titiui,  Tlntaret, 
i  Bmgel,  aod  Coxu,  and  the  works  ouldo 
i   Of  Holbein,  and  tliat  mighty  Ruben  too. 
>  So  draw,  and  paint,  as  none  may  do  the  like, 
the  glory  of  the  word,  Vandike. 
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CCCLIII. 

TO  HIS  PECULIAR  FRIEND,  SIR  EDWARD  FISH, 
KNIGHT  BARONET. 

Since  for  thy  dull  deserts,  with  all  the  rest 
Of  these  chaste  spirits,  that  are  here  possess'd 
Of  life  eternal,  time  has  made  thee  one 
For  grrowth  in  this  my  rich  plantation ; 
Live  here ;  but  know  *twas  virtue,  and  not  chaiwe, 
That  gave  thee  this  so  high  inheritance. 
Keep  it  forever ;  grounded  with  the  good, 
Who  hold  fast  here  an  endless  lively  fiiod. 

CCCLIV. 

TO  HIS  PECULIAR  FRIEND,  MASTER  THOMAS 
SHAPCOTT,  LAWYER. 

I've  paid  thee  what  I  promis'd ;  that* s  not  all; 
Besides,  I  give  thee  here  a  verse  that  shall, 
When  hence  thy  circum-mortal  part  is  gone. 
Arch-like,  hold  up,  thy  name's  inscription. 
Brave  men  can't  die ;  whose  candid  actions  are 
Writ  in  the  poet's  endless  calendar : 
Whose  vellum  and  whose  volume  is  the  sky, 
And  the  pure  stars  the  praising  poetry. 

FarewelL 

CCCLV.  • 

TO  MISTRESS  MART  WILLAND. 

One  more  by  thee,  love,  and  desert  have  sent 
T'  enspangle  this  expansive  firmament 
O  flame  of  beauty !  come,  appear,  appear 
A  Virgin  taper,  ever  shining  here. 


tuHC  Ebree  briTe  brothers,  fall'ti  i'  the  hbt, 

Miout  glory)  nnble  sir,  yo\i  are, 

(of  all  concuBsionB,  left  ihe  stem 

jrt  forth  genera  lions  like  to  them. 

'^nny  be  done,  if,  sa,  you  cao  beget 

ttheic  EubElBnce,  not  in  counterfeit. 

■aence*  as  those  three  brothers,  known 

lI  by  their  own  produeiion. 

am,  from  Fatne'i  while  trumpet,  this  I'll  lell, 

ly  their  everlasting  chronicle, 

■  since  flrat  Bellona  us'd  n  ahirfd, 

three  brave  broihera  fell  in  Mats'a  field. 

I  were  those  three  Horatii  Some  did  boast; 

■'b  where  these  three  Horatii  we  baTe  lost. 

lilordelian  had  that  age  long  since, 

■  three,  which  three  you  make  up  fbnr,   brn' 


Nex 


my  poB 


<nes.  thy  self  one  of  thos. 
Not  wearing  purple  only  for  the  show, 
As  many  conscripts  of  the  city  do, 
But  for  true  serrice,  worthy  of  thai  gown, 
The  golden  chain,  too,  and  the  ciyio  atom' 


iesforth,  brave  man,  anu..-- 
ti  auspicious  dpstinieai 
'  SLjnri:)!  and  proof  till  ihou  canst  find 
'  eoJs.  to  which  thou  wast  desi^^'d. 
J?,  and  thy  gilding*  Btar, 
'I'  prosperous  in  th;  wnys  thuibr; 
-live  Ihee,  till  Ihey  both  have  shown 
rill  a  prime  and  public  one. 
Ill  ^ee'st  thine  af;e  all  turn'd  to  gold 
Li  thy  Herrick  thee  foretold, 
Ay  ihteshold  of  thine  house, 
iuik  to  thyself  and  spouse, 
iiiniiful,  when  thou  art  grown  great, 
s  high  lear'd  dread   most  the  ligbtnii 


■iioAia 
le  thee,  and  luetliiiik*  I  call 
been,  or  are  canonical 
iDunty,  to  come  near  and  im 


idi  bai  spent  her  mnnf  honn, 
LQg  eereral  sorts  of  dowers^ 
tf  garlands ;  and  to  set 
here  many  a  coToneL 
encircled  here,  not  one 

[Qutieis,  came  and  intenrars 
eTei  young  as  love, 
Tona'd  her  ;  she  miut,  of  dttt, 
ft  crown  of  liie  to  jou. 


rell'd  aD  this  realm  throughoa^ 
lome  fen  immortali  out, 
tbig  my  ipacioui  sphere, 
asting  shining  here; 

both  bright  and  singular, 
ill  tell  the  Horid  diou  art, 
1,  yet  satisEed  in  part ; 
ling  too  great  a  aum 
Cil  pay't  i'tb'  warid  to  coma. 
q  2 
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CCCLXII. 
TO  HIS  KINSWOMAN,  MRS.  PENELOPE  WHEELER. 

Next  is  your  lot,  fair,  to  be  number'd  one 
Here,  in  my  book's  canonization ; 
Late  you  come  in,  but  you  a  saint  shall  be, 
In  chief,  in  this  poetic  liturgy. 

CCCLXIII. 
ANOTHER  UPON  HER. 

First,  for  your  shape,  the  curious  cannot  show 

Any  one  part  that's  dissonant  in  you ; 

And  'gainst  your  chaste  behaviour  there's  no  plea 

Since  you  are  known  to  be  Penelope. 

Thus  fair  and  clean  you  are,  although  there  be 

A  mighty  strife  'twixt  form  and  chastity. 

CCCLXIV. 

TO  THE  MOST  LEARNED,  WISE,  AND  ARCH 

ANTIQUARY,  M.  JOHN  SBLDEN. 

I  who  have  favor'd  many,  come  to  be 
Grac'd,  now  at  last,  or  glorified  by  thee. 
Lo,  I,  the  lyric  prophet,  who  have  set 
On  many  a  head  the  Delphic  coronet. 
Come  unto  thee  for  laurel,  having  spent 
My  wreaths  on  those  who  little  gave  or  lent. 
Give  me  the  Daphne,  that  the  world  may  know  it, 
'       Whom  they  neglected  thou  hast  crown' d  a  poet 
A  city  here  of  heroes  I  have  made. 
Upon  the  rock,  whose  firm  foundation  laid. 
Shall  never  shrink ;  where  making  thine  abode, 
Live  thou  a  Selden,  that's  a  demi-god. 
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CCCLXV. 
THE  PATRON  OF  POETS,  M.  END.  PORTER. 

;heie  be  patrons ;  patrons  like  to  thee, 
e  Porter !     Poets  ne'er  will  wanting  be. 
us,  and  Cotta,  Lentulus,  all  live 
lee,  thou  man  of  men !  who  here  do*st  give 
only  subject-matter  for  our  wit, 
likewise  oil  of  maintenance  to  it. 
vhich,  before  thy  threshold,  we'll  lay  down 
thyrse  for  sceptre,  and  our  bays  for  crown, 
to  say  truth,  all  garlands  are  thy  due ; 
laurel,  myrtle,  oak,  and  ivy  too. 

CCCLXVI. 

THE  RIGHT  HONOURABLE  BDWARD,  EARL 
OP  DORSET. 

write  to  you,  my  lord,  who  are 

)wn  self  a  public  theatre ; 

ng,  see  the  while,  ways,  walks  of  wit, 

!  a  righteous  judgment  upon  it ; 

ed  I  care,  though  some  dislike  me  should, 

:  says,  what  Herrick  writes  is  good  ? 

r  ye're  learn*  d  i'  th'  Muses,  and  no  less 

ate-sanctions,  deep,  or  bottomless ; 

nile  can  make  a  poet,  and  your  glance 

bad  poems  out  of  countenance ; 

n  author  needs  no  other  bays 

lation,  than  your  only  praise ; 

ne  mischief  greater  than  your  frown, 

lis  numbers,  and  to  blast  his  crown. 

the  life  immortal.     He  ensures 

e's  long  life,    who  strives  to  set  up  yours. 


160  HBSPCRIOEfl. 

CCCLXVII. 
TO  THE  KINO,  TO  CURE  THE  BTIL. 

To  find  that  tree  of  life,  whose  firuits  did  feed, 

And  leaves  did  heal,  all  sick  of  human  seed ; 

To  find  Bethesda,  and  an  angel  there. 

Stirring  the  waters,  I  am  come ;  and  here 

At  last  I  find,  after  my  much  to  do, 

The  tree,  Bethesda,  and  the  angel  too ; 

And  all  in  your  blest  hand,  which  has  the  powen 

Of  all  those  suppling  healing  herbs  and  flowers. 

To  that  soft  charm,  that  spell,  that  magic  bough, 

That  high  enchantment  I  betake  me  now ; 

And  to  that  hand,  the  branch  of  Heaven's  fair  tree, 

I  kneel  for  help ;  O  lay  that  hand  on  me, 

Adored  Caesar !  and  my  faith  is  such, 

I  shall  be  healed,  if  that  my  King  but  touch. 

The  evil  is  not  yours ;  my  sorrow  sings. 

Mine  is  the  evil,  but  the  cure  the  King's. 

CCCLXVIII. 
TO  HIS  HONOURED  KINSMAN,  SIR  RICHARD  STONE. 

To  this  white  temple  of  my  heroes,  here 

Beset  with  stately  figures  everywhere. 

Of  such  rare  saintships,  who  did  here  consume 

Their  lives  in  sweets,  and  left  in  death  perfume ; 

Come  thou,  brave  man!  and  bring  with  thee  a  Stone 

Unto  thine  own  edification. 

High  are  these  statues  here,  besides  no  less 

Strong  than  the  heavens  for  everlastingness ; 

Where  build  aloft,  and  being  fix'd  by  these 

Set  up  thine  own  eternal  images. 
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CCCLXIX. 

TO   THE   U08T    VIRTUOUS   MISTRESS   POT,    WHO 

MANY  TIMES  ENTERTAINED  HIM. 

When  I  through  ali  my  many  poems  look, 
And  see  yourself  to  beautify  my  book ; 
Methinks  tliat  only  lustre  doth  appear 
A  light  fulfilling  all  the  region  here  ; 
Gild  still  with  flames  this  firmament,  and  be 
A  lamp  eternal  to  my  poetry ; 
Which,  if  it  now,  or  shall  hereafter  shine, 
'Twas  by  your  splendour,  lady,  not  by  mine. 
The  oil  was  yours,  and  that  I  owe  for  yet ; 
He  pays  the  half  who  does  confess  the  debt. 

CCCLXX. 
UPON  HIS  KINSWOMAN,  MISTRESS  ELIZABETH 

HERRICK. 

Sweet  virgin,  that  I  do  not  set 

The  pillars  up  of  weeping  jet, 

Or  mournful  marble,  let  thy  shade 

Not  wrathful  seem,  or  fright  the  maid, 

Who  hither  at  her  wonted  hours 

Shall  come  to  strew  thy  earth  with  flowers. 

No,  know,  blest  maid,  when  there's  not  one 

Remainder  left  of  brass  or  stone. 

Thy  living  epitaph  shall  be, 

Though  lost  in  them,  yet  found  in  me. 

Dear,  in  thy  bed  of  roses,  then, 

Till  this  world  shall  dissolve  as  men, 

Sleep,  while  we  hide  thee  from  the  light, 

Drawing  thy  curtains  round ;  Good  night 


^i'^^ 


,oin  ^^  ,    „  tM^  '        in  in^"    i\  vest*  *" 
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CCCLXXIII. 
TO  HIS  WORTHY  KINSMAN,  MR.  STEPHEN  80AM E. 

Nor  is  my  number  full,  till  I  inscribe 

Thee,  sprightly  Soame,  one  of  my  righteous  iiibe ; 

A  tribe  of  one  lip,  leven,  and  of  one 

Civil  behaviour  and  religion ; 

A  stock  of  saints,  where  ev'ry  one  doth  wear 

A  stole  of  white,  and  canonized  here ; 

Among  which  holies  be  thou  ever  known, 

Brave  kinsman,  mark'd  out  with  the  whiter  stone, 

Which  seals  thy  glory,  since  I  do  prefer 

Thee  here  in  my  eternal  calender. 

CCCLXXIV. 
TO  HIS  HONOURED  FRIEND,  SIR  JOHN  MINCE. 

For  civil,  clean,  and  circumcised  wit. 

And  tor  the  comely  carriage  of  it, 

Thou  art  the  man,  the  only  man  best  known, 

Mark'd  for  the  true  wit  of  a  million ; 

From  whom  we'll  reckon  wit  came  in,  but  since 

The  calculation  of  thy  birth,  brave  Mince. 

CCCLXXV. 
TO    HIS   HONOURED    FRIEND   SIR   THOMAS    HEALE. 

Stand  by  the  magic  of  my  powerful  rhymes, 
'Gainst  all  the  indignation  of  the  times ; 
Age  shall  not  wrong  thee,  or  one  jot  abate 
Of  thy  both  great  and  everlasting  fate : 
While  others  perish,  here's  thy  life  decreed, 
Because  begot  of  my  immortal  seed. 

Q  3 
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CCCLXXVI. 
TO    THE    MOST    ACCOMPLISHED    OENTI<filiAlit 
MASTER  EDWARD  NORGATE, 
.  CLERK  OF  THE  SIGNET  TO  HIS  MAJESTY. 

For  one  so  rarely  tun'd  to  fit  all  parts; 
For  one  to  whom  espous'd  are  all  the  arts ; 
Long  have  I  sought  for ;  but  could  never  see 
Them  all  concenter'd  in  one  man,  but  thee. 
Thus  thou  that  man  art,  whom  the  Fates  conspir'd 
To  make  but  one,  and  that's  thyself,  admir'd. 

CCCLXXVII. 
TO   PRINCE    CHARLES,    UPON    HIS   COMING   TO  EXBTEfc 

What  Fate  decreed,  Time  now  has  made  us  see 

A  renovation  of  the  west  by  thee  : 

That  preternatural  fever,  which  did  threat 

Death  to  our  country,  now  hath  lost  his  heat ; 

And  calms  succeeding,  we  perceive  no  more 

Th'  unequal  pulse  to  beat,  as  heretofore. 

Something  there  yet  remains  for  thee  to  do ; 

Then  reach  those  ends  that  thou  was  destin'd  to ; 

Go  on  with  Sylla's  fortune ;  let  thy  fate 

Make  thee  like  him,  this,  that  way  fortunate ; 

Apollo's  image  side  with  thee  to  bless 

Thy  war,  discreetly  made,  with  white  success : 

Meantime  thy  prophets  watch  by  watch  shall  pray, 

While  young  Charles  fights,  and   fighting  wins  the 

day. 
That  done,  our  smooth-pac*d  poems  all  shall  be 
Sung  in  the  high  doxology  of  thee : 
Then  maids  shall  strew  thee,  and  thy  curls  from  them 
Receive,  with  songs,  a  flowery  diadem. 
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CCCLXXVIII. 
TO  THE  KINO,    UPON  HIS  COMINO  WITH  HIS  ARMY 

INTO  THE  WEST. 

Welcome,  most  welcome  to  our  vows  and  us, 
Most  great  and  universal  Genius ! 
The  drooping  west,  which  hitherto  has  stood 
As  one,  in  long-lamented  widowhood, 
Looks  like  a  bride  now,  or  a  bed  of  flowers. 
Newly  refresh'd  both  by  the  sun  and  showers ; 
War,  which  before  was  horrid,  now  appears 
Lovely  in  you,  brave  Prince  of  Cavaliers  1 
A  deal  of  courage  in  each  bosom  springs 
By  your  access,  O  you  the  best  of  Kings ! 
Ride  on  with  all  white  omens,  so  that  where 
Your  standard's  up,  we  fix  a  conquest  there. 

CCCLXXIX. 
TO   THE   KING. 

Give  way,  give  way;   now,  now  my  Charles  shines 

here, 
A  public  light,  in  this  immensive  sphere ; 
Some  stars  were  fix'd  before,  but  these  are  dim, 
Compar'd,  in  this  my  ample  orb,  to  him. 
Draw  in  your  feeble  fires,  while  that  he 
Appears  but  in  his  meaner  majesty  ; 
Where,  if  such  glory  flashes  from  his  name, 
Which  is  his  shade,  who  can  abide  his  flame  ! 
Princes,  and  such  like  public  lights  as  these, 
Must  not  be  look'd  on  but  at  distances  ; 
For,  if  we  gaze  on  these  brave  lamps  too  near, 
Our  eyes  they'll  blind,  or  if  not  blind,  they'll  blear. 
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.   CCCLXXX. 
TO   niS   DEAR  VALENTINE,    MRS.    MARGARET  VALCOK- 

BRIDGE. 

Now  is  your  turn,  my  dearest  to  be  set 

A  gem  in  this  eternal  coronet ; 

'TvVto  rich  before,  but  since  your  name  is  down, 

It  sparkles  now  like  Ariadne's  crown. 

Blaze  by  this  sphere  for  ever :  or  this  do. 

Let  me  and  it  shine  evermore  by  you. 

CCCLXXXI. 
TO  HIS  HONOyRABLB  FRIEND,  M.  JOHN  WEABE, 

COUNSELLOR. 

Did  I  or  love,  or  could  I  others  draw 
To  the  indulgence  of  the  rugged  law ; 
The  first  foundation  of  that  zeal  should  be 
By  reading  all  her  paragraphs  in  thee, 
Who  dost  so  fitly  with  the  laws  unite. 
As  if  you  two  yrere  one  hermaphrodite ; 
Nor  courts  thou  her  because  she's  well  attended 
'     With  wealth,  but  for  those  ends  she  was  intended ; 
Which  were,  and  still  her  offices  are  known, 
Law  is  to  give  to  ev'ry  one  his  own ; 
To  shore  the  feeble  up  against  the  strong, 
To  shield  the  stranger  and  the  poor  from  wrong : 
This  was  the  founder's  grave  and  good  intent. 
To  keep  the  outcast  in  his  tenement ; 
To  free  the  orphan  from  that  wolf-like  man, 
Who  is  his  butcher  more  than  guardian ; 
To  dry  the  widow's  tears,  and  stop  her  swoons. 
By  pouring  balm  and  oil  into  her  wounds ; 
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This  was  the  old  way,  and  'tis  yet  thy  course 
To  keep  those  pious  principles  in  force. 
Modest  I  will  be,  but  one  word  PU  say, 
Like  to  a  sound  that's  vanishing  away, 
Soone'r  the  inside  of  thy  hand  shall  grow 
Hisped  and  hairy,  ere  thy  palm  shall  know 
A  postern-bribe  took,  or  a  forked  fee 
To  fetter  justice,  when  she  might  be  free. 
Eggs  I'll  not  shave ;  but  yet,  brave  man,  if  I 
Was  destin'd  forth  to  golden  sovereignty ; 
A  prince  I'd  be,  that  I  might  thee  prefer 
To  be  my  counsel  both  and  chancellor. 


CCCLXXXII. 

TO    THE   MOST    COMELY    AND   PROPER    M.    ELIZABETH 

FINCH. 

Handsome  you  are,  and  proper  you  will  be, 

Despite  of  all  your  infortunity ; 

Live  long  and  lovely,  but  yet  grow  no  less 

In  that  your  own  prefixed  comeliness  ; 

Spend  on  that  stock,  and  when  your  life  must  fall, 

Leave  others  beauty  to  set  up  withal. 

CCCLXXXIII. 
TO   THE    HONOURED    MASTER   ENDYMION    PORTER. 

When  to  thy  porch  I  come,  and,  ravish'd,  see 
The  state  of  poets  there  attending  thee ; 
Those  bards,  and  I,  all  in  a  chorus  sing, 
*'  We  are  thy  prophets,  Porter;  thou  our  king." 
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CCCLXXXIT. 
TO    SIR   JOHN    BERKLEY,    OOVERNOR    OF    EXETER. 

Stand  forth,  brave  man,  since  Fate  has  made  thee  ben 

The  Hector  over  aged  Exeter  ; 

Who  for  a  long  sad  time  has  weeping  stood. 

Like  a  poor  lady  lost  in  widowhood  : 

But  fears  not  now  to  see  her  safety  sold, 

As  other  towns  and  cities  were,  for  gold, 

By  those  ignoble  births,  which  shame  the  stem 

That  gave  progermination  unto  them  ; 

Whose  restless  ghosts  shall  hear  their  children  sing, 

Our  sires  betrayed  their  country  and  their  king. 

True,  if  this  city  seven  times  rounded  was 

With  rock,  and  seven  times  circumflank'd  with  brass, 

Yet,  if  thou  wert  not,  Berkley,  loyal  proof. 

The  senators  down  tumbling  with  the  roof. 

Would  into  prais'd  but  pitied,  ruins  fall. 

Leaving  no  show  where  stood  the  capital. 

But  thou  are  just  and  itchless,  and  dost  please 

Thy  genius  with  two  strength'ning  buttresses, 

Faith,  and  affection  ;  which  will  never  slip 

To  weaken  this  thy  great  Dictatorship. 

CCCLXXXV. 
TO    HIS   WORTHY    FRIEND,    M.    ARTHUR    BARTLY. 

When  after  many  lustres  thou  shalt  be 

Wrap'd  up  in  sere-cloth  with  thine  ancestry ; 

When  of  thy  ragg'd  escutcheons  shall  be  seen 

So  little  left,  as  if  they  ne'er  had  been  ; 

Thou  shalt  thy  name  have,  and  thy  fame's  best  truit, 

Here  with  the  generation  of  my  just. 
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CCCLXXXYI. 
UPON    M.    WILLIAM   LAWES,   THE    RARE    MUSICIAN. 

Should  I  not  put  on  blacks,  when  each  one  here 
Comes  with  his  C3rpress,  and  devotes  a  tear  ? 
Should  I  not  grieve,  my  Lawes,  when  every  lute, 
Viol,  and  voice  is,  by  thy  loss,  struck  mute  ? 
Thy  loss,  brave  man !  whose  numbers  have  been  liurl'd. 
And  no  less  prais'd  than  spread  throughout  the  world : 
Some  have  thee  caird  Amphion ;  some  of  us 
Nam'd  thee  Terpander,  or  sweet  Orpheus  ; 
Some  this,  sonic  that,  but  all  in  this  agree, 
Music  hacf  both  her  birth  and  death  with  thee. 


CCCLXXXVII. 

TO   BIS    HONOURED    AND   MOST    INGENIOUS    FRIEND 

MR.    CHARLES    COTTON. 

For  brave  comportment,  wit  without  offence. 

Words  fully  flowing,  yet  of  influence. 

Thou  art  that  man  of  men,  the  man  alone 

Worthy  the  public  admiration ; 

Who  with  thine'own  eyes  read'st  what  we  do  write, 

And  giv'st  our  numbers  euphony  and  weight ; 

Tell'st  when  a  verse  springs  high,  how  understood 

To  be,  or  not,  born  of  the  royal  blood : 

What  state  above,  what  symmetry  below. 

Lines  have,  or  should  have,  thou  the  best  can  show  ; 

For  which,  my  Charles,  it  is  my  pride  to  be, 

Not  so  much  known,  as  to  be  lov'd  of  thee  ; 

Long  may  I  live  so,  and  my  wreath  of  bays 

Be  less  another's  laurel  than  thy  praise. 
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CCCXCIII. 
TO  THE   KINO,   UPON    HIS   WELCOME   TO   HAMPTON 
COURT.      SET    AND   SUNG. 

Welcome,  Great  Caesar !  welcome  now  you  are, 

As  dearest  peace  after  destructive  war : 

Welcome  as  slumbers,  or  as  beds  of  ease, 

After  our  long  and  peevish  sicknesses. 

O  pomp  of  glory !     Welcome  now,  and  come 

To  repossess  once  more  your  long*d-for  home ; 

A  thousand  altars  smoke,  a  thousand  thighs 

Of  beeves  here  ready  stand  for  sacrifice : 

Enter  and  prosper,  while  our  eyes  do  wait 

For  an  ascendant  thoroughly  auspicious ; 

Under  which  sign  we  may  the  former  stone 

Lay  of  our  safeties  new  foundation. 

That  done,  O  Caesar  !  live,  and  be  to  us 

Our  Fate,  our  Fortune,  and  our  Genius ; 

To  whose  free  knees  we  may  our  temples  tie. 

As  to  a  still  protecting  Deity : 

That  should  you  stir,  we,  and  our  altars  too. 

May,  Great  Augustus,  go  along  with  you. 

Chor.  Long  live  the  King  ;  and  to  accomplish  this, 

We'll  from  our  own  add  far  more  years  to  his. 

cccxciv. 

TO    HIS    KINSMAN,      M.    THO.    HERRICK,     WHO    DESIRED 

TO    BE    IN    HIS    BOOK. 

Welcome  to  this  my  college,  and,  though  late 
Thou'st  got  a  place  here,  standing  candidate ; 
It  matters  not,  since  thou  art  chosen  one 
Here  of  my  great  and  good  foundation. 
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CCCXCV. 
VLTIMU8   UEROUM;   OR, 
TO    THE     MOST     LEARNED,     AND    TO    THE    RIGHT 
HON     HENRY,    MARQUIS   OF   DORCHESTER. 

And  as,  time  past,  when  Cato  the  severe, 

Entered  the  circumspacious  theatre, 

In  reverence  of  his  person,  every  one 

Stood  as  he  had  been  turn'd  from  flesh  to  stone ; 

E'en  so  my  numbers  will  astonish'd  be, 

If  but  look'd  on ;  struck  dead,  if  scan'd  by  thee. 

cccxcvi. 

TO    HIS   MUSE.      ANOTHER   TO   THE   SAME. 

Tell  that  brave  man,  fain  thou  would'st  have  access 
To  kiss  his  hands ;  but  that  for  fearfiilness. 
Or  else,  because  th'art  like  a  modest  bride, 
Ready  to  blush  to  death  should  he  but  chide. 

cccxcvii. 

TO   M.    HENRY   LAWES,     THE    EXCELLENT    COMPOSE 

OF    HIS    LYRICS. 

Touch  but  thy  lyre,  my  Harry,  and  I  hear 
From  tliee  some  raptures  of  the  rare  Gotiere ; 
Then  if  thy  voice  commingle  with  the  string, 
I  hear  in  thee  the  rare  Laniere  to  sing, 
Or  curious  Wilson ;  tell  me,  canst  thou  be 
Less  than  Apollo,  that  usurp'st  such  three  ; 
Three,  unto  whom  the  whole  world  give  applause : 
Yet  their  three  praises  praise  but  one,  that's  Lawes. 


ENCOMIASTIC   VERSES.  17  T 

CCCXCVIII. 
TO  tIR   OEORGB   PARRY,    DOCTOR  OF   THE   CIVIL    LAW* 

I  have  my  laurel  chaplet  on  my  head, 

If  'mongst  these  many  numbers  to  be  read, 

But  one  by  you  be  bug'd  and  cherished. 

Peruse  my  .measures  thoroughly,  and  wheie 
Your  judgment  finds  a  guilty  poem,  there 
Be  yoQ  a  judge,  but  not  a  judge  severe. 

The  mean  pass  by,  or  over ;  none  contemn  } 
The  good  applaud  ;  the  peccant  less  condemn, 
Since  absolution  you  can  give  to  them.    ' 

Stand  forth,  brave  man,  here  to  the  public  sight, 
And  in  my  book  now  claim  a  two-fold-right ; 
The  first  as  Doctor,  and  the  last  as  Knight. 


cccxcix. 

TO     HIS     LEARNED     FRIEND,     M.     JO.     HARMAR, 

PHYSICIAN   TO   THE   COLLEGE   OF 

WESTMINSTER. 

When  first  I  find  those  numbers  thou  do*st  write, 
To  be  most  soft,  terce,  sweet,  and  perpolite ; 
Next,  when  I  see  thee  tow'ring  in  the  sky. 
In  an  expansion  no  less  large  than  high ; 
Then  in  that  compass,  sailing  here  and  there. 
And  with  circumgyration  everywhere ; 
Following  with  love  and  active  heat  thy  game, 
And  then  at  last  to  truss  the  epigran  ( 
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I  must  confess,  distinction  none  I  see 
Between  Domitian's  Mardal  then  and  thee 
But  this  I  know,  should  Jupiter  again 
Descend  from  heaven,  to  re-converse  with  men } 
The  Roman  language,  full  and  superfine, 
If  Jove  would  speak,  he  would  accept  of  thine. 

cccc. 

TO    HIS    BROTHER-IN'LAW,    MASTER    /OBM 
WINQFIELD. 

For  heing  comely,  consonant,  and  free 

To  most  of  men,  hut  most  of  all  to  me  ( 

For  so  decreeing,  that  thy  clothes'  expense 

Keeps  still  within  a  just  circumference ; 

Then  for  contriving  so  to  load  thy  board, 

As  that  the  messes  ne'r  o'rlaid  the  Lord ; 

Next,  for  ordaining  that  thy  words  not  swell 

To  any  one  unsober  syllable ; 

These  I  could  praise  thee  for  beyond  another, 

Wert  thou  a  Wingfield  only,  not  a  broker. 

COCCI. 
TO  THE   HANDSOME   MRS.   GRACE   POTTER. 

As  is  your  name,  so  is  your  comely  face 
Touch'd  everywhere  with  such  diffused  grace, 
As  that  in  all  that  admirable  round, 
There  is  not  one  least  solecism  found ; 
And  as  that  part,  so  every  portion  else 
Keeps  Ime  ibr  line  with  beauty's  parallels. 
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CCCCII. 
TO   HIS   PECULIAR   FRIEND,    M.   JO.    WICKS. 

Since  shed  or  cottage  1  have  none, 
I  sing  the  more,  that  thou  hast  one ; 
To  whose  glad  threshold,  and  free  door 
I  may  a  poet  come,  though  poor, 
And  eat  with  thee  a  savory  bit, 
Paying  but  common  thanks  for  it : 
Yet  should  I  chance,  my  Wicks,  to  see 
An  over  leaven  look  in  thee. 
To  sour  the  bread,  and  turn  the  beer 
To  an  exalted  vinegar  ; 
Or  should'st  thou  prize  me  as  a  dish 
Of  thrice-boil'd  worts,  or  third  days  fish, 
I*d  rather  hungry  go  and  come, 
Than  to  thy  house  be  burdensome  ; 
Yet,  in  my  depth  of  grief,  I'd  be 
One  that  should  drop  his  beads  for  thee. 

CCCCIII. 
O   TBB   KINO,   UPON    HIS   TAKING   OP   LEICESTER. 

is  day  is  yours,  Great  Charles  !  and  in  this  war 

or  fate  and  ours  alike  victorious  are. 

her  white  stole,  now  victory  does  rest, 

sphered  with  palm  on  your  triumphant  crest ; 

rtune  is  now  your  captive ;  other  kings 

Id  but  her  hands ;  you  hold  both  hands  and  wings. 


I 
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CCCCIV. 
TO   HIS  FRIEND  MASTER  J.  JINCK8. 

Love,  love  me  now,  because  I  place 
Thee  here  among  my  righteous  race; 
The  bastard  slips  may  droop  and  die, 
Wanting  both  root  and  earth,  but  thy 
Immortal  self  shall  boldly  trust 
To  live  for  ever  with  my  Just. 

ccccv. 

TO  THE  LORD  HOPTON,  ON  HIS  FIGHT  IN  CORNWALL* 

Go  on,  brave  Hopton,  to  effectuate  that 
Which  we,  and  times  to  come,  shall  wonder  at: 
Lift  up  thy  sword ;  next,  suffer  it  to  fall, 
And  by  that  one  blow  set  an  end  to  alL 

ccccvi. 

TO   HIS   SISTER-IN-LAW,    M.   SUSANNAH   HERRICC 

The  person  crowns  the  place  ;  your  lot  doth  fall 
Last,  yet  to  be  with  these  a  principal : 
How  ere  it  fortuned,  know,  for  truth,  I  meant 
You  a  fore-leader  in  this  testament. 

CCCCVII. 
TO  THE  EARL  OF  WESTMORELAND. 

When  my  date's  done,  and  my  grey  age  must  die; 
Nurse  up,  great  lord,  this  my  posterity ; 
Weak  though  it  be,  long  may  it  grow,  and  stand, 
Shor'd  up  by  you,  brave  Earl  of  Westmoreland. 
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CCCCIX. 
TO   M.   DENHAM,   ON   HIS  PROSPECTIVE  POEM. 

^h  look'd  I  back  unto  the  times  hence  flown, 
*o  praise  those  muses,  and  dislike  our  own ; 
^r  did  I  walk  those  Pean  gardens  through, 
*o  kick  the  flow'rs,  and  scorn  their  odours  too; 
might,  and  justly,  be  reputed  here 
>ne  nicely  mad,  or  peevishly  severe ; 
lut  by  Apollo  I  as  I  worship  wit, 
¥here  I  have  cause  to  burn  perfumes  to  it, 
\o,  I  confess,  'tis  somewhat  to  do  well 
n  our  high  art,  although  we  can't  excel, 
Ake  you ;  or  dare  the  buskins  to  unloose 
)f  thy  brave,  bold,  and  sweet  Maronian  muse. 
3ut  since  I'm  call'd  rare  Denham,  to  be  gone, 
Take  firom  thy  Herrick  this  conclusion ; 
Tis  dignity  in  others,  if  they  be 
Crown'd  poets,  yet  live  princes  under  thee ; 
Fhe  while  their  wreaths  and  purple  robes  do  shine, 
LeM  by  their  own  gems  then  those  beams  of  thine. 

B  2 
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CCCCX. 

TO  HX8   DTINO   BROTHER,   MASTER   WILLIAM 

HERRICK. 

Life  of  my  life,  take  not  so  soon  thy  flight, 

But  stay  the  time  till  we  have  bade  good  night 

Thou  hast  both  wind  and  tide  with  thee ;  thy  way 

As  soon  dispatched  is  by  the  night  as  day. 

Let  us  not  then  so  rudely  henceforth  go 

Till  we  have  wept,  kiss'd,  sigh'd,  shook  hands,  or  so. 

There's  pain  in  parting,  and  a  kind  of  hell 

When  once  true  lovers  take  their  last  farewell. 

What  ?  shall  we  two  our  endless  leaves  take  here 

Without  a  sad  look,  or  a  solemn  tear  ? 

He  knows  not  love  that  hath  not  this  truth  proved, 

Love  is  most  loth  to  leave  the  thing  beloved. 

Pay  we  our  vows  and  go,  yet  when  we  part, 

Then,  even  then,  I  will  bequeath  my  heart 

Into  thy  loving  hands ;  for  I'll  keep  none 

To  warm  my  breast,  when  thou  my  pulse  art  gone : 

No,  here  I'll  last,  and  walk,  a  harmless  shade, 

About  this  urn,  wherein  thy  dust  is  laid. 

To  guard  it  so  as  nothing  here  shall  be 

Heavy,  to  hurt  those  sacred  seeds  of  thee. 

CCCC7I. 
TO  MISTRESS  DOROTHY  PARSONS. 

If  thou  ask  me,  dear,  wherefore 
I  do  write  of  thee  no  more ; 
I  must  answer,  sweet  thy  part 
Less  is  here  than  in  my  heart. 
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CCCCXII. 
UPON  THE  TROUBLESOME  TIMES. 

0 1  Times  most  bad, 
Without  the  scope 
Of  hope 
Of  better  to  be  had! 

Where  shall  I  go, 
Or  whither  run, 
To  shun 
This  public  overthrow  ? 

No  places  are, 
This  I  am  sure, 
Secure 
In  this  our  wasting  war. 

Some  storms  we've  past ; 
Yet  we  must  all 
Down  fall, 
And  perish  at  the  last 

ccccxiii. 

ON   HIMSELF. 

I  will  no  longer  kiss, 

I  can  no  longer  stay  ; 
The  way  of  all  flesh  is, 

That  I  must  go  this  day : 
Since  longer  I  can't  live. 

My  frolic  youths,  adieu : 
My  lamp  to  you  I'll  give, 

And  all  my  troubles  too. 
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OGCCXIV. 
UPON  HIS   SISTER-IN-LAW,   MRS.    BLISAB.   HERRICK. 

First,  for  effusions  due  unto  tbe  dead, 
My  solemn  vows  have  here  accomplished ; 
Next,  how  I  love  thee,  that  my  grief  must  tell, 
Wherein  thou  liv'st  for  ever.    Dear,  feo^well ! 

CCCC3CV. 
UPON  THE  BISHOP  OF  LINCOLN'S  IkPRlSONMENT. 

Never  was  day  so  over-sick  with  show'rs. 
But  that  it  had  some  intermitting  hours. 
Never  was  night  so  tedious,  but  it  knew 
The  last  watch  out,  and  saw  the  dawning  too. 
Never  was  dungeon  so  obscurely  deep, 
Wherein  or  light  or  day  did  never  peep. 
Never  did  moon  so  ebb,  or  seas  so  wane. 
But  they  left  hope-seed  to  fill  up  again. 
So  you,  my  lord,  though  you4iave  now  your  stay, 
Your  night,  your  prison,  and  your  ebb ;  you  may 
Spring  up  afresh,  when  all  these  mists  are  spent, 
And  star-like,  ouce  more  gild  our  firmament. 
Let  but  that  mighty  Caesar  speak,  and  then 
All  bolts,  all  bars,  all  gates  shall  cleave,  as  when 
That  earthquake  shook  the  house,  and  gave  the  stout 
Apostles  way,  unshackled,  to  go  ouL 
This,  as  I  wish  for,  so  I  hope  to  see ; 
Though  you,  my  lord,  have  been  unkind  to  me : 
To  wound  my  heart,  and  never  to  apply, 
When  you  had  power,  the  meanest  remedy. 
Well,  though  my  grief  by  you  was  gall*d  the  more, 
Yel  I  bring  balm  and  oil  to  heal  your  tore. 
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CCCCXVI. 
TO   ANT  HE  A. 

I^  dear  Anthea,  my  hard  fate  it  be 
To  live  some  few  sad  hours  after  thee ; 
Thy  sacred  corse  with  odours  I  will  bum, 
And  with  my  laurel  crown  thy  golden  urn. 
Then  holding  up  there  such  religious  things, 
As  were,  time  past,  thy  holy  fillitings  : 
Near  to  thy  reverend  pitcher  I  will  fall 
Down  dead  with  grief,  and  end  my  woes  withall ; 
So  three  in  one  small  plot  of  ground  shall  lay, 
Anthea,  Herrick,  and  his  poetry. 

CCCCXVII. 

DEAN-BOURN,     A   RUDE   RIVER   IN   DEVON,     BT   WHICH 

SOMETIMES   HE   LIVED. 

Dean-bourn,  farewell ;  I  never  look  to  see 

Dean,  or  thy  warty  incivility ; 

Thy  rocky  bottom,  that  doth  tear  thy  streams, 

And  make  them  frantic  e'en  to  all  extremes. 

To  my  content,  I  never  should  behold. 

Were  thy  streams  silver,  or  thy  rocks  all  gold. 

Rocky  thou  art ;  and  rocky  we  discover 

Thy  men,  and  rocky  are  thy  ways  all  over. 

O  men,  O  manners ;  now,  and  ever  known 

To  be  a  rocky  generation ; 

A  people  currish,  churlish  as  the  seas. 

And  rude  almost  as  rudest  savages. 

With  whom  I  did,  and  may  re-sojourn  when 

Rocks  turn  to  rivers,  rivers  turn  to  men. 
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CCCCXVIII. 
TO  SIR  CLIFSBY  CRSW. 

Since  to  the  country  first  I  came, 
I  have  lost  my  former  flame ; 
And,  methinksi  I  not  inherit. 
As  I  did,  my  ravish'd  spirit. 
.  If  I  write  a  verse  or  two, 
*Tis  with  very  much  ado  ; 
In  regard  I  want  that  wine 
Which  should  conjure  up  a  line. 
Yet,  though  now  of  muse  bereft, 
I  have  still  the  manners  left 
For  to  thank  you,  noble  sir. 
For  those  gifts  you  do  confer 
Upon  him,  who  only  can 
Be  in  prose  a  grateful  man. 

ccccxix. 

TO  THE  KING  AND  QUEEN,  UPON  THEIR  UMHAPPT 

DISTANCES. 

Woe,  woe  to  them,  who  by  a  ball  of  strife. 
Do,  and  have  parted  here  a  man  and  wife  ; 
Charles,  the  best  husband,  while  Maria  strives 
To  be,  and  is,  the  very  best  of  wives ; 
Like  streams,  you  are  divorc*d,  but  'twill  come  when 
These  eyes  of  mine  shall  see  you  mix  again. 
Thus  speaks  the  Oak  here,  C.  and  M.  shall  meet, 
Treading  on  amber  with  their  silver  feet ; 
Nor  will't  be  long  ere  this  accomplish'd  be ; 
The  words  found  true,  C.  M.  remember  me. 
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CCCCXX. 
THE  BAD  SEASON  MAKES  THE  POET  SAD. 

Dull  t9  myself,  and  almost  dead  to  these, 
My  many  fresh  and  fragrant  mistresses ; 
Lost  to  all  music  now,  since  everything 
Puts  on  the  semblance  here  of  sorrowing ; 
Sick  is  the  land  to  th*  heart ;  and  doth  endure 
More  dangerous  faintings  by  her  desp'rate  cure. 
But  if  that  golden  age  would  come  again, 
And  Charles  here  rul6,  as  he  before  did  reign : 
If  smooth  and  unperplf>x'd  the  seasons  were. 
As  when  the  sweet  Maria  lived  here  ; 
I  should  delight  to  have  my  curls  half  drown'd 
In  Syrian  dews,  and  head  with  roses  crown' d : 
And  once  more  yet,  ere  I  am  laid  out  dead, 
Knock  at  a  star  with  my  exalted  head. 

cccxxi. 

MEN  MIND  NO  STATE  IN  SICKNESS. 

That  flow  of  gallants  which  approach 
To  kiss  thy  hand  from  out  the  coach ; 
That  fleet  of  lackevs  which  do  run 
Before  thy  swift  postilion ; 
Those  strong  hoof 'd  mules,  which  we  behold 
Rein'd  in  with  purple,  pearl,  and  gold. 
And  shod  with  silver,  prove  to  be 
The  drawers  of  the  axeltree ; 
Thy  Wife,  thy  children,  and  the  state 
Of  Persian  looms  and  antique  plate : 
All  these,  and  more,  shall  then  afford 
No  joy  to  thee,  their  sickly  lord. 

R  3 
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CCCCXXII. 
HIS  PRATER  TO  BEN  JOKJON. 

When  I  a  verse  shall  make, 
Know  I  have  pray'd  thee, 
For  old  religion's  sake. 
Saint  Ben,  to  aid  me. 

Make  the  way  smooth  for  me 
When  I,  thy  Herrick, 
Honouring  thee,  on  my  knee 
Offer  my  Lyric. 

Candles  I-U  give  to  thee. 
And  a  new  altar ; 
And  thou,  Saint  Ben,  shalt  be 
Writ  in  my  psalter. 

CCCCXXIII. 
TO  HIS  TOMB-MAKER. 

Go  I  must ;  when  I  am  gone. 
Write  but  this  upon  my  stone ; 
Chaste  I  liv'd,  without  a  wife, 
That's  the  story  of  my  life. 
Strewings  need  none,  every  flower 
Is  in  this  word,  bachelor. 

ccccxxiv. 

THE  POET  HATH  LOST  HIS  PIPE. 

I  cannot  pipe  as  I  was  wont  to  do. 
Broke  is  my  reed,  hoarse  is  my  singling  too; 
My  wearied  oat  I'll  hang  upon  the  tree. 
And  give  it  to  the  Sylvan  deity. 
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CCCCXXV. 
TO  HIS  VERSES. 

What  will  ye,  my  poor  orphans,  do, 

When  I  must  leave  the  world  and  you  ; 

Who'll  give  ye  then  a  shelt'ring  shed, 

Or  credit  ye,  when  I  am  dead  ? 

Who'll  let  ye  by  their  fire  sit. 

Although  ye  have  a  stock  of  wit, 

Already  coin'd  to  pay  for  it  ? 

I  cannot  tell ;  unless  there  be 

Some  race  of  old  humanity 

Left,  of  the  large  heart  and  long  hand, 

Alive,  as  noble  Westmoreland, 

Or  gallant  Newark ;  which  brave  two 

May  fost*ring  fathers  be  to  you. 

If  not,  expect  to  be  no  less 

III  used  than  babes  left  fatherless. 

ccccxxvi. 

TO   MT   DEAREST   SISTER,   M.   MERCY   HERRICK. 

Whene'er  I  go,  or  whatsoe'er  befals 
Me  in  mine  age,  or  foreign  funerals, 
This  blessing  I  will  leave  thee  ere  I  go. 
Prosper  thy  basket,  and  therein  thy  dough  ; 
Feed  on  the  paste  of  filberts,  or  else  knead 
And  bake  the  flour  of  amber  for  thy  bread ; 
Balm  may  thy  tears  drop,  and  thy  springs  run  oil« 
And  everlasting  harvest  crown  thy  soil ! 
These  I  but  wish  for ;  but  thyself  shall  see 
The  blessing  fall  in  mellow  times  on  thee. 
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CCCCXXVII. 
TO  HfS  CLOSET  GODS. 

When  I  go  hence,  ye  closet  gods,  I  fear 
Never  again  to  have  ingression  here ; 
Where  I  have  had,  whatever  things  could  be 
Pleasant  and  precious  to  my  muse  and  me. 
Besides  rare  sweets,  I  had  a  book  which  none 
Could  read  the  intext  but  myself  alone ; 
About  the  cover  of  this  book  there  went 
A  curious  comely  clean  compartlement ; 
And  in  the  midst,  to  grace  it  more,  was  set 
A  blushing  pretty  peeping  rubelet ; 
But  now  His  closed ;  and  being  shut  and  seal'd, 
Be  it,  O  be  it  never  more  reveal'd ! 
Keep  here  still,  closet  gods,  'fore  whom  Tve  set 
Oblations  oft  of  sweetest  marmeleL 


CCCCXXVIII. 
TO   HIS   FRIEND,   ON    THE   UNTUNEABLE   TIMEA. 

Play  I  could  once ;  but,  gentle  friend,  you  see 
My  harp  hung  up  here  on  the  willow  tree. 
Sing  I  could  once ;  and  bravely,  too,  inspire. 
With  luscious  numbers,  my  melodious  lyre. 
Draw,  I  could  once,  although  not  stocks  or  stones, 
Amphion-like  men  made  of  flesh  and  bones. 
Whether  I  would ;  but,  ah  !  I  know  not  how 
I  feel  in  this  my  transmutation  now. 
Grief,  my  dear  friend,  has  first  my  harp  unstrung, 
Wither'd  my  hand,  and  palsy-struck  my  tongue. 
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CCCCXXIX. 
HIS  POETRY   HIS   PILLAR. 

Only  a  little  more 

I  have  to  writei 

Then  I'll  give  o'er, 
And  bid  the  world  good-nighL 

'Tis  but  a  flying  minute   . 

That  I  must  stay, 

Or  linger  in  it, 
And  then  I  must  away. 

O  Time,  that  cut'st  down  all! 

And  scarce  leav'st  here 

Memorial 
Of  any  men  that  were. 

How  many  lie  forgot 

In  vaults  beneath ; 

And  piece-meal  rot 
Without  a  fame  in  death  ? 

Behold  this  living  stone 
I  rear  for  me, 
Ne'er  to  be  thrown 
'  Down,  envious  Time,  by  thee. 

Pillars  let  some  set  up, 

If  so  they  please. 

Here  is  my  hope, 
And  my  Pyramid. 


IIS 
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CCCCXXX. 
SAFETY   TO   LOOK   TO   ONS'S   StLF. 

For  my  neighbour,  I'll  not  know 
Whether  high  he  builds  or  no ; 
Only  this  I'll  look  upon. 
Firm  be  my  foundation. 
Sound  or  unsound  let  it  be, 
*Tis  the  lot  ordain'd  for  me. 
He  who  to  the  ground  does  fall, 
Has  not  whence  to  sink  at  alL 

ccccxxki. 

NO   SHIPWRECK    OF   VIRTUE.       TO   A   FRIEND. 

Thou  saiVst  with  others  in  this  Argos  here, 
Nor  wreck  or  bulging  thou  hast  cause  to  fear ; 
But  trust  to  this,  my  noble  passenger. 
Who  swims  with  Virtue,  he  shall  still  be  sure, 
Ulysses-like,  all  tempests  to  endure. 
And  'midst  a  thousand  gulfs  to  be  secure. 

CCCCXXXII. 
THE  CURSE.      A  SONG. 

Go,  perjured  man ;  and  if  thou  e'er  return 
To  see  the  small  remainders  in  mine  urn ; 
When  thou  shalt  laugh  at  my  religious  dust, 
And  ask,  where's  now  the  colour,  form,  and  trust 
Of  woman's  beauty  ?  and  with  hand  more  rude 
Rifle  the  flowers  which  the  virgins  sttew'd ; 
Know,  I  have  pray'd  to  Fury,  that  some  wind 
May  blow  my  ashes  up,  and  strike  thee  blind. 


^^"^ 
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CCCCXXXI1I. 
FOCR   THIN08   MAKE   US   HAPPT   HERB. 

Health  is  the  first  good  lent  to  men ; 
A  gentle  disposition  then: 
Next,  to  be  rich  by  no  bye- ways  ; 
Lastly,  with  friends  t'  enjoy  our  days. 

ccccxxxiv. 

TO   HIS   HOUSEHOLD   OODS. 

Rise,  household- gods,  and  let  us  go. 
But  whither,  I  myself  not  know. 
First,  let  us  dwell  on  rudest  seas ; 
Next,  with  severest  savages; 
Last,  let  us  make  our  best  abode. 
Where  human  foot  has  yet  ne'er  trod ; 
Search  worlds  of  ice,  and  rather  there 
Dwell,  than  in  loathed  Devonshire. 

ccccxxxv. 

GOOD  PRECEPTS,  OR  COUNSEL. 

In  all  thy  need,  be  thou  possess'd 
Still  with  a  well-prepared  breast; 
Nor  let  thy  shackles  make  thee  sad  ; 
Thou  canst  but  have  what  others  had. 
And  this  for  comfort  thou  must  know. 
Times  that  are  ill  won't  still  be  so : 
Clouds  will  not  ever  pour  down  rain ; 
A  sullen  day  will  clear  again. 
First  peals  of  thunder  we  must  hear, 
Then  lutes  and  harps  shall  strike  the  m& 
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CCCCXXXVl. 
TO  JULiA. 

The  saint-bell  calls;  and  Julia,  1  must  read 
The  proper  lessons  for  the  saints  now  dead ; 
To  grace  which  service,  Julia,  there  shall  be 
One  holy  collect  said  or  sung  for  thee. 
Dead  when  thou  art,  dear  Julia,  thou  shalt  have 
A  trental  sung  by  virgins  o'er  thy  grave ; 
Meantime  we  two  will  sing  the  dirge  of  these, 
Who  dead,  deserve  our  best  remembrances. 

ccccxxxyii.  * 

TO  HIS  MAID  PREW. 

These  summer  birds  did  with  thy  master  stay 
The  times  of  warmth,  but  then  they  flew  away, 
Leaving  the  poet,  being  now  grown  old, 
Expos'd  to  all  the  coming  winter's  cold. 
But  thou,  kind  Prew,  did'st  with  my  fates  abide, 
As  well  the  winter's  as  the  summer's  tide ; 
For  which  thy  love,  live  with  thy  master  here, 
Not  one,  but  all  the  seasons  of  the  year. 

ccccxxxviii. 

TO  ELECTRA. 

Let  not  thy  tombstone  e'er  be  laid  by  me ; 
Nor  let  my  hearse  be  wept  upon  by  thee  ; 
But  let  that  instant  when  thou  dy'st  be  known. 
The  minute  of  mine  expiration ; 
One  knell  be  rung  for  both,  and  let  one  grave 
To  hold  us  two  an  endless  -honour  have. 
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CCCCXXXIX. 
HIS   ALMS. 

Here,  here  I  live, 
And  somewhat  give 
Of  what  I  have 
To  those  who  crave. 
Little  or  nfuch. 
My  Alms  is  such  ; 
But  if  my  deal 
Of  oil  and  meal 
Shall  fuller  grow, 
More  I'll  bestow. 
Mean  time,  be  it 
E'en  but  a  bit, 
Or  else  a  crumb, 
The  scrip  hath  some. 

CCCCXL. 
THE  PLUNDER. 

I  am  of  all  bereft. 
Save  but  some  few  beans  left, 
Whereof,  at  last,  to  make 
For  me  and  mine  a  cake ; 
Which  eaten,  they  and  I 
Will  say  our  grace,  and  die. 

CCCCXLI. 
UPON    HIS   ETE-SIOHT   FAILINQ    HIM 

I  begin  to  wane  in  sight ; 
Shortly  I  shall  bid  good  night ; 
Then  no  gazing  more  about. 
When  the  tapers  once  are  out 
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CCCCXLII. 
A   HTMN   TO   CLIPSEBT   CREW. 

'Twas  not  love's  dart, 
Or  any  blow 
Of  want,  or  foe, 
Did  wound,  my  heart 
With  an  eternal  smart. 

But  only  you, 
My  sometimes  known 
Companion, 
My  dearest  Crew, 
That  me  unkindly  slew. 

May  your  fault  die, 
And  have  no  name 
In  books  of  fame : 
Or  let  it  lie 
Forgotten  now  as  L 

We  parted  are 
And  now  no  more, 
As  heretofore 
By  jocund  Larr, 
Shall  be  familiar. 

But  though  we  sever. 
My  Crew  shall  see 
That  I  will  be 
Here  faithless  never. 
But  love  my  Clipseby  ever. 


T^ 
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I 

CCCCXLIII. 

.GE    UPON   THE   DEATH   OF   THE    RIGHT    VALIANT 
LORD   BERNARD   STUART. 

e,  hencCi  profane ;  soft  silence  let  us  have, 
i  we  this  Trental  sing  ahout  thy  grave. 

lad  wolves  or  tigers  seen  but  thee, 

rhey  would  have  show'd  civility ; 

knd  in  compassion  of  thy  years, 

Vash'd  those  thy  purple  wounds  with  tears. 

)ut  since  th'art  slain,  and  in  thy  fall 

The  drooping  kingdom  suffers  all. 

Hhor.  This  we  will  do ;  we'll  daily  come 

Lnd  offer  tears  upon  thy  tomb ; 

knd  if  that  they  will  not  suffice, 

[liou  shalt  have  souls  for  sacrifice. 

in  thy  peace,  while  we  with  spice  perfume  thee, 

;edar  wash  thee,  that  no  times  consume  thee. 

live,  live  thou  dost,  and  shalt,  for  why  7 

ouls  do  not  with  their  bodies  die ; 

gnoble  ofifsprings.  they  may  fall 

nto  the  flames  of  funeral : 

iThen  as  the  chosen  seed  shall  spring 

'resh,  and  forever  flourishing. 

And  times  to  come  shall,  weeping,  read  thy 

glory, 
n  these  marble  stones,  than  in  thy  story. 
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CCCCXLIV. 
UPON   HIS   DEPARTURE    HENCB. 

Thus  I 
Pass  by, 
And  die, 
As  one 
Unknown 
And  gone  t 
I'm  made 
A  shade, 
And  laid 
I'th  grave^ 
There  have 
My  cave : 
Where  tell 
I  dwell, 
FarewelL 

CCCCXLV. 
UPON  HIMSELF. 

Come,  leave  this  loathed  country-life,  and  then 

Grow  up  to  be  a  Roman  citizen. 

Those  mites  of  time,  which  yet  remain  unspent, 

Waste  thou  in  that  most  civil  government. 

Get  their  comportment,  and  the  gliding  tongue 

Of  those  mild  men  thou  art  to  live  among ; 

Then  being  seated  in  that  smoother  sphere. 

Decree  thy  everlasting  topic  there ; 

And  to  the  farm-house  ne'er  return  at  all. 

Though  granges  do  not  love  thee,  cities  shalL 
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When  flowing  earmenla  I  behold, 

Inspir'd  with  purple,  pearl,  and  gold  i 

I  Lhink  no  oLhei,  but  I  lee 

In  ihem  a  glorious  leprosy, 

Thai  does  infect,  and  make  the  rent 

More  mortal  in  the  restiment. 

An  flowery  cesiures  do  descry 

The  wearer's  rich  immodesty  j 

So  plain  and  simple  clothes  do  ehon 

Where  virlue  walks,  not  those  that  flow. 

Vhen  I  Eonsider,  dearest,  thou  dost  stay 
But  here  awhile,  to  languish  and  decay  ; 
Like  to  tbeae  garden  glories,  which  here  be 
The  flaw'ry  sweet  resemblances  of  ihee: 
With  grief  of  heirt,  meihinks,  1  Ihua  do  ory. 
Would  thou  had'st  ne'er  been  born,  or  might'stMJ 
die.  ^ 

Look  how  the  rainbow  doth  appear  | 

Bur  in  one  only  hemisphere  i  I 

So  likewise  after  our  decease,  I 

No  more  is  seen  the  arch  of  peace.  1 

^H      That  CDT'nant's  here,  the  under-bow,  ' 
^^L    That  DMhing  ihools,  but  war  Hiid  woe. 
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CCCCXLIZ. 
THE   DREAM. 

By  dream,  I  saw  one  of  the  three 
Sisters  of  Fate  appear  to  me. 
Close  by  my  bed's  side  she  did  stand, 
Showing  me  there  a  firebrand : 
She  told  me,  too,  as  that  did  spend. 
So  drew  my  life  unto  an  end. 
Three-quarters  were  consum'd  of  it ; 
Only  remained  a. little  bit, 
Which  will  be  burnt  up  by  and  by  ; 
Then  Julia,  weep,  for  I  must  die. 

CCCCL. 
THE  CHRISTIAN  MILITANT. 

A  man  prepar*d  against  all  ills  to  come, 
That  dares  to  dread  the  fire  of  martyrdom ; 
That  sleeps  at  home,  and  sailing  there  at  ease, 
Fears  not  the  fierce  sedition  of  the  seas ; 
That's  counter-proof  against  the  farm's  mishaps, 
Undreadful  too  of  courtly  thunderclaps ; 
That  wears  one  face,  like  heaven,  and  never  shows 
A  change,  when  fortune  either  comes  or  goes ; 
That  keeps  his  own  strong  guard,  in  the  despite 
Of  what  can  hurt  by  day,  or  harm  by  night ; 
That  takes  and  re-delivers  every  stroke 
Of  chance,  as  made  up  all  of  rock  and  oak; 
That  sighs  at  other's  death,  smiles  at  his  own 
Most  dire  and  horrid  crucifixion. 
Who  for  true  glory  suffers  thus,  we  grant 
Him  to  be  here  our  Christian  militanl 
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CCCCLI. 
I   LAOBRTMH,  OR   MIRTH  TURNED  TO   MOURNING. 

Call  me  no  more, 

As  heretofore, 
The  music  of  a  feast ; 

Since  now,  alas, 

The  mirth  that  was 
In  me,  is  dead  or  ceas'd. 

Before  I  went 

To  banishment 
Into  the  loathed  West, 

I  could  rehearse 

A  lyric  verse, 
And  speak  it  with  the  best 

But  time,  ah  me  I 

Has  laid,  I  see. 
My  organ  fast  asleep : 

And  turn'd  my  voice 

Into  the  noise 
Of  those  that  sit  and  weep. 

CCCCLII. 
ON   HIMSELF. 

Ask  me  why  I  do  not  sing 

To  the  tension  of  the  string, 

As  I  did  not  long  ago. 

When  my  numbers  full  did  flow  f 

Grief^  ah  me !  hath  struck  my  lute, 

And  my  tongue  at  one  time  mute. 
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CCCCLIII. 

TO   THE  YEW   AND   THE   CYPRESS   TO  GRACE  Bif 

FUNERAL. 

Both  you  two  have 
Relation  to  the  grave ; 
And  where' 
The  funeral-trump  sounds,  you  are  there. 

I  shall  he  made 
Ere  long  a  fleeting  shade ; 
Pray  come, 
And  do  some  honour  to  my  tomh. 

Do  not  deny 
My  last  request,  for  I 
Will  he 
Thankful  to  you,  or  friends,  for  me. 

CCCCLIV. 
ON  HIMSELF. 

A  wearied  pilgrim  I  have  wandered  here, 
Twice  five-and- twenty,  bate  me  but  one  year ; 
Long  I  have  lasted  in  this  world,  *tis  true, 
But  yet  those  years  that  I  have  liv'd,  but  few. 
Who  by  his  grey  hairs  doth  his  lustres  tell, 
Lives  not  those  years,  but  he  that  lives  them  wel 
One  man  has  reach*d  his  sixty  years,  but  he 
Of  all  those  three-score  has  not  liv'd  half  tbree : 
He  lives  who  lives  to  virtue ;  men  who  cast 
Their  ends  for  pleasure,  do  not  live,  hut  last. 
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CCCCLY. 
A  aboD  HUSBAND. 

A  master  of  a  house,  as  I  have  read, 
Must  be  the  first  man  up,  and  last  in  bed ; 
With  the  sun  rising  he  must  walk  his  grounds ; 
See  this,  view  that,  and  all  the  other  bounds ; 
Shut  every  gate,  mend  every  hedge  that's  torn, 
Either  with  old,  or  plant  therein  new  thorn ; 
Tread  o'er  his  glebe,  but  with  such  care,  that  where 
He  sets  his  foot,  he  leaves  rich  compost  there. 

CCCCLVI. 
ON  HIMSELF. 

If  that  my  fate  has  now  fulfill' d  my  year, 
And  so  soon  stopp'd  ray  longer  living  here ; 
What  was't,  ye  gods,  a  dying  man  to  save, 
But  while  he  met  with  his  paternal  grave ; 
Though  while  we  living  'bout  the  world  do  roam. 
We  lov^  to  rest  in  peaceful  urns  at  home, 
Where  we  may  snug  and  close  together  lie, 
By  the  dead  bones  of  our  dear  ancestry. " 

CCCCLVIT. 
PURPOSES. 

No  wrath  of  men,  or  rage  of  seas 
Can  shake  a  just  man's  purposes  ; 
No  threats  of  tyrants,  or  the  grim 
Visage  of  them  can  alter  him ; 
But  what  he  doth  at  first  intend, 
That  he  holds  firmly  to  the  end. 

8 
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.  CCCLVIIt. 

HOPS  WELL   AND  HAVE   WELL;    OR  PAIR  AFTER 

FOUL    WEATHER. 

,    What  though  the  heaven  he  low'ring  now, 
And  look  with  a  contracted  hrow  7 
We  shall  discover,  hy  and  by, 
A  repurgation  of  the  sky ; 
And  when  those  clouds  away  are  driven, 
Then  will  appear  a  che^erfiil  heaven. 

CCCCLIX. 
CHAMQE  COMMON    TO   ALL. 

All  things  subject  are  to  Fate ; 
Whom  this  morn  sees  most  fortunate 
The  ev'ning  sees  in  poor  estate. 

CCCCLX. 
COMFORT  TO  A  LADY  UPON  THE  DEATH  OF  HER 

HUSBAND. 

Dry  your  sweet  cheek,  long  drown'd  with  sorrow's  rain; 

Since  clouds  dispers'd,  suns  gild  the  air  again. 

Seas  chafe  and  fret,  and  beat,  and  over -boil ; ' 

But  turn  soon  after  calm,  as  balm  or  oil. 

Winds  have  their  time  to  rage,  but  when  they  cease, 

The  leafy  trees  nod  in  a  still-born  peace. 

Your  storm  is  over ;  Lady,  now  appear 

Like  to  the  peeping  spring-time  of  the  yeaiw 

Off  then  with  grave-clothes,  put  fresh  eoloors  on ; 

And  flow,  and  flame,  ill  your  vermillion. 

Upon  your  cheek  sat  icicles  awhile ; 

Now  let  the  rose  reign  like  a  queen,  and  «iiule. 
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CCCCLXI. 
HIS  WISH   TO  PRIVACY. 

Give  me  a  cell 

To  dwell, 
Where  no  foot  hath 

A  path ;  .„ 

There  will  I  spend,  { j 

And  end 
My  wearied  years 

In  tears. 

CCCCLXII. 
TO     HI  ANCHA. 

Ah  Biancha !  now  I  see 
It  is  noon,  and  past,  with  me ; 
In  a  while  it  will  strike  one. 
Then,  Biancha,  I  am  gone. 
Some  efifusions  let  me  have 
Oflfer'd  on  my  holy  grave  ; 
Then,  Biancha,  let  me  rest 
With  my  face  towards  the  east 

CCCCLXIII. 
CONTENT,   NOT   GATES. 

*Tis  not  the  food,  hut  the  content 
That  makes  the  table's  merriment 
Where  trouble  serves  the  board,  we  eat 
The  platters  there  as  soon  as  meat 
A  little  pipkin  with  a  bit 
Of  mutton,  or  of  veal  in  it, 
Set  on  my  table,  trouble-free, 
More  than  a  feast  contenteth  me. 

B  2 
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CCCCLXIV. 
AN    HYMN   TO  THE    MUSES 

Honour  to  you  who  sit 
Near  to  the  well  of  wit, 
And  drink  your  fill  of  it ! 

Glory  and  worship  be 

To  you,  sweet  maids,  thrice  three, 

Who  still  inspire  me ; 

And  teach  me  how  to  sing, 
Unto  the  lyric  string. 
My  measures  ravishing ! 

Then  while  I  sing  your  praise, 
My  priesthood  crown  with  bays, 
Green  to  the  end  of  days  I 

CCCCLXV. 
HIS   GRANGE,    OR   PRIVATE   WEALTH 

Though  clock, 
To  tell  how  night  draws  hence,  I've  none, 

A  cock 
I  have  to  sing  how  day  draws  on : 

I  have 
A  maid,  my  Prew,  by  good  luck  sent. 

To  save 
That  little,  Fates  me  gave  or  lent : 

A  hen 
I  keep,  which,  creeking  day  by  day. 

Tells  when 
She  goes  her  long  white  egg  to  lay : 
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A  goose 
I  have,  which,  with  a  jealous  care, 

Lets  loose 
Her  tongue,  to  tell  what  danger's  near : 

A  Iamb 
I  keep,  tame,  with  my  morsels  fed. 

Whose  dam 
An  orphan  left  him  lately  dead  : 

A  cat 
I  keep,  that  plays  about  my  house, 

Grown  fat 
With  eating  many  a  miching  mouse : 

To  these 
A  Tracy*  I  do  keep,  whereby 

I  please 
The  more  my  rural  privacy : 

Which  are 
But  toys,  to  give  my  heart  some  ease. 

Where  care 
None  is,  slight  things  do  lightly  please. 

*His  spaniel. 

CCCCLXVI. 
TO    FORTUNE. 

Tumble  me  down,  and  I  will  sit 

Upon  my  ruins,  smiling  yet ; 

Tear  me  to  tatters,  yet  I'll  be 

Patient  to  my  necessity ; 

Laugh  at  my  scraps  of  clothes,  and  shun 

Me  as  a  fear'd  infection: 

Yet  scare-crow  like  I'll  walk,  as  one 

Neglecting  thy  derision. 
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I  1 

CCCCLXVIL  I 

I  ( 
NOT  EVERT  DAT  FIT  FOR  TBRaB 

'Tis  not  every  day  that  I 
Fitted  am  to  prophesy ; 
No,  but  when  the  spirit  fills 
The  fantastic  pannicles. 
Full  of  fire,  then  I  write 
As  the  Godhead  doth  indite. 
Thus  enrag'd,  my  lines  are  hurPd, 
Like  the  Sibyl's,  through  the  world 
Look  how  next  the  holy  fire 
Either  slakes,  or  doth  retire ; 
So  the  fancy  cools,  till  when 
That  brave  spirit  comes  again. 

CCCCLXVIII. 
BIS  RETURN    TO   LONDON. 

From  the  dull  confines  of  the  drooping  west, 
To  see  the  day  spring  from  the  pregnant  east, 
Ravish' d  in  spirit,  I  come,  nay  more,  I  fly 
To  thee,  blest  place  of  my  nativity ! 
Thus,  thus  with  hallowed  foot  I  touch  the  ground, 
With  thousand  blessings  by  thy  fortune  crown'd. 
O  fruitful  genius !  that  bestowest  here 
An  everlasting  plenty  year  by  year ; 

0  place !  O  people !  manners  I  fram'd  to  please 
All  nations,  customs,  kindreds,  languages  \ 

1  am  a  free-born  Roman ;  suffer  then 
That  I  amongst  you  live  a  citizen. 
London  my  home  is ;  though  by  hard  fate  scit 
Into  a  long  and  irksome  banishment ; 
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Yet  since  called  back,  henceforward  let  me  be, 

0  native  country,  repossessed  by  thee ! 
For  rather  than  Til  to  the  west  return, 
I'll  beg  of  thee  first  here  to  have  mine  urn. 
Weak  I  am  grown,  and  must  in  short  time  fall ; 
Give  thou  my  sacred  reliques  burial. 

CCCCLXIX. 
THE   INVITATION, 

To  sup  with  you  you  did  me  home  invite. 
And  mad'st  a  promise  that  my  appetite 
Should  meet  and  tire,  on  such  luscious  meat. 
The  like  no  Heliogabalus  did  eat ; 
And  richer  wine  would' st  give  to  me,  thy  guest. 
Than  Roman  Sylla  pour'd  out  at  his  feast. 

1  came,  'tis  true,  and  look'd  for  fowl  of  price, 
The  bastard  Phoenix,  bird  of  Paradise ; 
And  for  no  less  than  aromatic  wine 

Of  maiden-blush,  commix'd  with  jessamine. 
Clean  was  the  hsarth,  the  mantle  larded  jet, 
Which  wanting  Lar  and  smoke,  hung  weeping  wet ; 
At  last,  i'th  noon  of  winter,  did  appear 
A  ragg'd  sous'd  neat's  foot  with  sick  vinegar ; 
And  in  a  burnish'd  flagonet,  stood  by 
Beer  small  as  comfort,  dead  as  charity : 
At  which  amaz'd,  and  pond'ring  on  the  food, 
How  cold  it  was,  and  how  it  chili'd  my  blood; 
I  curs'd  the  master,  and  1  damn'd  the  souse, 
And  swore  I'd  got  the  ague  of  the  bouse. 
Well,  when  to  eat  thou  dost  me  next  desire, 
I'll  bring  a  fever,  since  thou  keep'st  no  fire. 
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CCCCLXX. 
PROOF  TO  NO  PURPOSE. 

You  see  this  gentle  stream  that  glides, 

Shov'd  on  by  quick  succeeding  tides ; 

Try  if  this  sober  stream  you  can 

Follow  to  th'  wilder  ocean ; 

And  see,  if  there  it  keeps  unspent 

In  diat  congesting  element : 

Next,  firom  that  world  of  waters,  then 

By  pores  and  caverns  back  again 

Induced  that  inadulterate  same 

Stream  to  the  spring  from  whence  it  came: 

This  with  a  wonder  when  ye  do. 

As  easy,  and  else  easier  too, 

Then  may  ye  recollect  the  grains 

Of  my  particular  remains, 

After  a  thousand  lustres  hurl'd, 

By  ruffling  winds,  about  the  world. 

CCCCLXXI. 
T  O      SILVIA. 

No  more,  my  Silvia,  do  I  mean  to  pray 

For  those  good  days  that  ne'er  will  come  away: 

I  want  belief;  O,  gentle  Silvia,  be 

The  patient  saint,  and  send  up  vows  for  me. 

CCCCLXXII. 
FELICITY   KNOWS   NO  FENCE. 

Of  both  our  fortunes,  good  and  bad,  we  find 
Prosperity  more  searching  of  the  mind : 
Felicity  flies  o'er  the  wall  and  fence. 
While  misery  keeps  in  with  patience. 


^^"   » 
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CCCCLXXIII. 
THE  SMELL   OP   THE   SACRIFICE. 

The  Gods  require  the  thighs 
Of  beeves  for  sacrifice ; 
Which  roasted,  we  the  steam 
Must  sacrifice  to  them  ; 
Who,  though  they  do  not  eat, 
Yet  love  the  smell  of  meat. 

CCCCLXXIV. 
THE   PRIMITIJE   TO   PARENTS. 

Our  household  gods  our  parents  be, 
And  manners  good  require,  that  we 
The  first  fruits  give  to  them,  who  gave 
Us  hands  to  get  what  here  we  have. 

CCCCLXXV. 
LIKE   PATTERN,    LIKE   PEOPLE. 

This  is  the  height  of  justice,  that  to  do 
Thyself,  which  thou  put'st  other  men  unto. 
As  great  men  lead,  the  meaner  follow  on. 
Or  to  the  good  or  evil  action. 

CCCCLXXVI. 
ALL    THINGS    DECAY    AND    DIE. 

All  things  decay  with  time :     The  forest  sees 
The  growth  and  downfal  of  her  aged  trees ; 
That  timber  tall,  which  three-score  lustres  ^tood 
The  proud  dictator  of  the  state -like  wood ; 
\  mean  the  sovereign  of  all  plants,  the  oak 
droops,  dies,  and  falls  without  the  cleaver's  stroke. 

s  8 
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CCCCLXXYII. 
A    TERM  ABIE  OF   LITTLES,    UPON    A    PIPKIN    OF  JBLlT 

SENT   TO    A    LADT. 

A  little  saint  best  fits  a  little  shrine, 

A  little  prop  best  fits  a  little  vine ; 

As  my  small  cruse  best  fits  my  little  wine. 

A  little  seed  best  fits  a  little  soil, 
A  little  trade  best  fits  a  little  toil : 
As  my  small  jar  best  fits  my  little  oiL 

A  little  bin  best  fits  a  little  bread, 

A  little  garland  fits  a  little  head ; 

As  my  small  stuff  best  fits  my  little  shed. 

A  little  hearth  best  fits  my  little  fire, 

A  little  chapel  fits  a  little  choir ; 

As  my  small  bell  best  fits  my  little  spire. 

A  little  stream  best  fits  a  little  boat, 

A  little  lead  best  fits  a  little  float ; 

As  my  small  pipe  best  fits  my  little  note. 

A  little  meat  best  fits  a  little  belly. 

As  sweetly,  lady,  give  me  leave  to  tell  you, 

This  little  pipkin  fits  this  little  jelly. 

CCCCLXXVIII. 
HLS  ANSWER  TO  A  FRIEND. 

You  ask  me  what  I  do,  and  how  I  live  ? 
And,  noble  friend,  this  answer  I  must  give: 
Drooping,  1  draw  on  to  the  vaults  of  death, 
O'er  which  you'll  walk  when  I  am  laid  beneath. 


■Tis  not  a  thou 

sBtid  bullochs'  (bighi. 

Cbd  please  tbo 

tfthevo»«d 

la  hU  sfienng 

chf^eifulnesi. 

^ntng  no  more,  nor  will  I  longer  itciie 

Of  tbil  meet  lady,  or  Ihat  gallant  knight  i 

I'll  sing  no  more  ef  TroBtB,  dnovn,  dewe,  and  ihawen : 

No  more  of  grovei,  meads,  springs,  and  nreathi 


I-ll 


wwill  I 


)r  ling 


Of  Cupid,  and  his  nitty  ct 

I'll  ling  no  more  of  drath,  or  shall  ihe  j^Bve 

No  more  my  dirges  and  my  crentali  have. 


of 

I 


'    th'  cheeks   and   lipi  leavi 

ahining-, 
lOH)  counter-changed  tabbies  in  the  air, 
\e  sun  once  aet,  all  of  one  colour  are : 
,   when   death   canieB,    Iresh  tincturea 

pUce 

id  ditQtal  d«rkDe«s  tb«n  iQib  smHtph  the  bt^- 
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CCCCLXXXIT. 

HAPPINESS  TO   HOSPITALITY,     OR   A    HEARTY  fTISB 

TO    GOOD   HOUSE-KEEPING. 

First,  may  the  hand  of  bounty  bring 

Into  the  daily  offering 

Of  full  provision  such  a  store, 

Till  that  the  cook  cries,  Bring  no  more : 

Upon  your  hogsheads  never  fall 

A  drought  of  wine,  ale,  beer,  at  all ; 

But,  like  full  clouds,  may  they  from  thence 

Diffuse  their  mighty  influence. 

Next,  let  the  lord  and  lady  here 

Ei^oy  a  christening  year  l>y  year ; 

And  this  good  blessing  back  them  still, 

T'  have  boys  and  girls  too,  as  they  will ; 

Then  from  the  porch  may  many  a  bride 

Unto  the  holy  temple  ride. 

And  thence  return,  short  prayers  said, 

A  wife  most  richly  married. 

Last,  may  the  bride  and  bridegroom  be 

Untouched  by  cold  sterility ; 

But  in  their  springing  blood  so  play, 

As  that  in  lustres  few  they  may. 

By  laughing  too,  and  laying  down. 

People  a  city  or  a  town. 

CCCCLXXXIII. 
HASTE   HURTPUL. 

Haste  is  unhappy :  what  we  rashly  do 
Is  both  unlucky,  aye,  and  foolish  too : 
Where  war  with  rashness  is  attempted,  there 
The  soldiers  leave  the  field  with  equal  fear. 
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CCCCLXXXIV. 
THE   SACRIFICE,    BT  WAT   OP  DISCOURSE   BETWIXT 
HIlfSELF   AND   JULIA. 

Herr,  Come  and  let* s  in  solemn  wise 

Both  address  to  sacrifice ; 

Old  re]ig:ion  first  commands 

That  we  wash  our  hearts  and  hands. 

Is  the  beast  exempt  from  stain, 

Altar  clean,  no  fire  profane  ? 

Are  the  garlands,  is  the  nard 

Ready  here  ?     Jul.  All  well  prepared, 

With  the  wine  that  must  be  shed, 

'Twixt  the  horns,  upon  the  head 

Of  the  holy  beast  we  bring 

For  our  trespass-offering. 

Herr.  All  is  well :  now,  next  to  these. 

Put  we  on  pure  surplices ; 

And  with  chaplets  crown'd,  we'll  roast 

With  perfumes  the  holocaust ; 

And,  while  we  the  gods  invoke, 

Read  acceptance  by  the  smoke. 

CCCCLXXXV. 
TO   HIS   FRIEND,    TO    AVOID   CONTENTION    OF    WORD*. 

Words  beget  anger ;  anger  brings  forth  blows ; 
Blows  make  of  dearest  friends  immortal  foes ; 
For  which  prevention.  Society,  let  there  be 
Betwixt  us  two  no  more  logomachy. 
Far  better  'twere  for  either  to  be  mute, 
Than  for  to  murder  friendship  by  dvs^ux^ 
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CCCCLXXXVI. 
THB  TEAN8FIOURATIOII. 

Immortal  clothing  I  put  on, 
So  soon  as,  Julia,  I  am  gone 
To  mine  eternal  mansion. 

Thou,  thou  art  here,  to  human  sight, 
Cloth'd  all  with  incorrupted  light ; 
But  yet  how  more  admir'dly  bright 

Wilt  thou  appear,  when  thou  ait  set 

In  thy  refulgent  thronelet, 

That  shin'st  thus  in  thy  counterfeit  ? 

ccccclxxxvii. 
Julia's  churching,  or  purificaticv. 

Put  on  thy  holy  fiUitings,  and  so 

To  th'  temple  with  the  sober  midwife  go  : 

Attended  thus,  in  a  most  solemn  wise, 

By  those  who  serve  the  child-bed  mysteries, 

Bum  first  thine  incense ;  next,  when  as  thou  see'it 

The  candid  stule  thrown  o'er  the  pious  priest. 

With  reverend  curtsies  come,  and  to  him  bring 

Thy  free,  and  not  decurted  offering. 

All  rites  well  ended,  with  fair  auspice  come. 

As  to  the  breaking  of  a  bride-cake,  home ; 

Where  ceremonious  Hymen  shall  for  thee 

Provide  a  second  epithalamie. 

She  who  keeps  chastely  to  her  husband's  side 

Is  not  for  one,  but  every  night  his  bride ; 

And  stealing  still  with  love  and  fear  to  bed, 

Brings  him  not  one  but  many  a  maidenhead. 
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ccccuaxnn. 

TO  TAB   PAaSEVOBm. 

If  I  lie  anbnried,  sir. 
These,  my  reliques,  pny  inter ; 
Tis  religious  part  to  see 
Stones  or  turCs  to  coyer  me. 
One  word  more  I  had  to  say, 
But  it  skills  not ;  go  your  way ; 
He  that  wauts  a  burial  room, 
For  a  sa*ne,  has  Heaven  his  tomb. 

CCCCLXXXIX. 
PURGATORY. 

Readers,  we  entreat  ye  pray 

For  the  soul  of  Lucia ; 

That  in  little  time  she  be 

From  her  Purgatory  free : 

In  th'  interim  she  desires 

That  your  tears  may  cool  her  fires. 

ccccxc. 

HIS  CHARGE  TO  JULIA  AT  HIS  DEATH. 

Dearest  of  thousands,  now  the  time  draws  near, 
That  with  my  lines  my  life  must  full-stop  here ; 
Cut  off  thy  hairs,  and  let  thy  tears  be  shed 
Oyer  my  turf,  when  I  am  buried. 
Then  for  effusions,  let  none  wanting  be, 
Or  other  rites  that  do  belong  to  me ; 
As  love  shall  help  thee,  when  thou  do' it  go  hence 
Unto  thy  everlasting  residcnct. 


1 
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CCCCXCI. 
POETRY   PERPETUATES   THE   POET. 

Here  I  myself  might  likewise  die^ 
And  utterly  forgotten  lie, 
fiut  that  eternal  poetry, 
Repullulation  gives  me  here. 
Unto  the  thirtieth  thousand  year, 
When  all  now  dead  shall  re-appear. 

CCCCXCII. 
TO   ANTHEA. 

Anthea,  I  am  going  hence 
With  some  small  stock  of  innocence ; 
But  yet  those' blessed  gates  I  see 
Withstanding  entrance  unto  me : 
To  pray  for  me  do  thou  begin. 
The  porter  then  will  let  me  in. 

CCCCXCI  1 1. 
THE    BED-MAN,   OR    ORAVE-MAKER. 

Thou  hast  made  many  houses  for  the  dead ; 
When  my  lot  calls  me  to  be  buried, 
For  love  or  pity,  prithee  let  there  be 
rth'  churchyard  made  one  tenement  for  me. 

ccccxciv. 

CROSSES. 

Our  crosses  are  no  other  than  the  rods, 
And  our  diseases  vultures  of  the  gods ; 
Each  grief  we  feel,  that  likewise  is  a  kite 
Sent  forth  by  them,  our  flesh  to  eat  or  bite. 


If  thou  but  found  an  honey-comb, 
Sat  thou  not  all,  but  taste  on  Eome ; 
Wot  if  diou  ulest  to  excess, 
That  sweetness  turns  to  losthsornenE 
Taste  it  to  temper :  then  'twill  be 
Morrow  and  manna  unto  thee. 


We  blame,  nay,  we  despise  her  paini. 
That  nets  her  garden  when  it  raine ; 
But  when  the  drought  has  dried  the  knot. 
Then  let  her  use  the  watering-pot : 
We  pray  for  showers,  st  our  need, 
To  drench,  but  not  to  drown  oui  seed. 


Man's  disposition  is  fc 
An  injury  before  s  ben 
Thanksgiving  is  a  bun 
Revenge  is  pleasing  to 


«  Fortuaerend  thee!     Bear  with  thy  hard  fate; 
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CCCCXCIX. 
TO      JULIA. 

Help  me,  Julia,  for  to  pray, 
Matins  sing,  or  matins  say ; 
Thb  I  know,  the  fiend  will  fly 
Far  away,  if  thou  beest  by : 
Bring  the  holy  water  hither ; 
Let  us  wash  and  pray  together  t 
When  our  beads  are  thus  united. 
Then  the  foe  will  fly  affirighted. 

D. 
CRUTCHES. 

Thou  seest  me,  Lucia,  this  year  droop; 

Three  zodiacs  filled  more,  I  shall  stoop ; 

Let  crutches  then  provided  be, 

To  shore  up  my  debility: 

Then,  while  thou  laugh'st,  I'll  sighing  erft 

A  ruin  underpropt  am  I : 

Down  will  I  then  my  beadsman's  gown. 

And  when  so  feeble  I  am  grown. 

As  my  weak  shoulders  cannot  bear 

The  burden  of  a  grasshopper  ; 

Yet  with  the  bench  of  aged  sires, 

When  I  and  they  keep  tearmly  fires. 

With  my  weak  voice  I'll  sing,  or  say 

Some  odes  I  made  of  Lucia ; 

Then  will  I  heave  my  wither'd  hand 

To  Jove  the  mighty,  for  to  stand 

Thy  faithful  friend,  and  to  pour  down 

Upon  them  many  a  benizon. 
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DI. 
TO    THE   REVEREND  SHADE  OF    HIS   RELIGIOUS 

FATHER. 

That  for  seyen  lustres  I  did  Aiever  come 

To  do  the  rites  to  thy  religious  tomb ; 

That  neither  hair  was  cut,  or  true  tears  shed 

By  me,  o*er  thee,  as  justments  to  the  dead ;       ^ 

Forgive,  forgive  me ;  since  I  did  not  know 

Whether  thy  bones  had  here  their  rest  or  no. 

But  now  'tis  known,  behold,  behold  I  bring 

Unto  thy  ghost,  th*  effused  offering : 

And  look,  what  smallage,  night-shade,  cypress,  yew. 

Unto  the  shades  have  been,  or  how  are  due, 

Here  I  devote ;  and  something  more  than  so ; 

1  come  to  pay  a  debt  of  birth  I  own. 

Thou  gav'st  me  life,  but  mortal ;  for  that  one 

Favour  I'll  make  full  satisfaction ; 

For  my  life  mortal,  rise  from  out  thy  hearse. 

And  take  a  life  immortal  from  my  verse. 

DII. 
TO   ANTHBA. 

Now  is  the  time  when  all  the  lights  wax  dim ; 

And  thou,  Anthea,  must  withdraw  from  him 

Who  was  thy  servant :     Dearest,  bury  me 

Under  that  holy-oak,  or  gospeKtree ; 

Where,  though  thou  see'st  not,  thou  may'st  think  upos 

Me,  when  thou  yearly  go'st  procession  ; 

Or,  for  mine  honour,  lay  me  in  that  tomb 

In  which  thy  sacred  reliques  shall  have  room: 

For  my  embalming,  sweetest,  there  will  be 

No  spices  wanting  when  I'm  laid  by  thee. 
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Dili. 
DISCONTENTS   IN   DEVON. 

More  discontents  I  never  had, 

Since  I  was  bom,  than  here ; 
Where  I  have  been,  and  still  am  sad, 

In  this  dull  Devon-shire. 
Yet,  justly  too,  I  must  confess, 

I  ne'er  invented  such 
Ennobled  numbers  for  the  press, 

Than  were  I  loath'd  so  much. 

DIV. 
TO   PERILLA. 

thf  my  Perilla !  dost  thou  grieve  to  see 
Vie,  day  by  day,  to  steal  away  from  thee  ? 
Age  calls  me  hence,  and  my  grey  hairs  bid  come 
And  haste  away  to  mine  eternal  home : 
'Twill  not  be  long,  Perilla,  after  this. 
That  I  must  give  thee  the  supremest  kiss : 
Dead  when  I  am,  first  cast  in  salt,  and  bring 
Part  of  the  cream  from  that  religious  spring, 
With  which,  Perilla,  wash  my  hands  and  feet ; 
That  done,  then  wind  me  in  that  very  sheet 
Which  wrapt  thy  smooth  limbs,  when  thou  didst  im- 
plore 
The  gods'  protection  but  the  night  before ; 
Follow  me  weeping  to  my  turf,  and  there 
Let  fall  a  primrose,  and  with  it  a  tear ; 
Then  lastly,  let  some  weekly  strewings  be 
Devoted  to  the  memory  of  me ! 
Then  shall  my  ghost  not  walk  about,  but  keep 
Sti)}  in  the  cool  and  silent  shades  of  sleep. 
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OUTH   THAT   HAD   LOST   HiN    LOYB. 

jat  needs  complaints, 
hen  she  a  place 
das  with  the  race 

Of  saints 
In  endless  mirth, 
She  thinks  not  on 
What's  said  or  done 

In  earth ; 
She  sees  no  tears, 
Or  any  tone 
Of  thy  deep  groan 

She  hears ; 
Nor  does  she  mind, 
Or  think  on't  now, 
That  eyer  thou 

Wast  kind : 
But  chang'd  ahove, 
She  likes  not  there. 
As  she  did  here. 

Thy  love. 
Forbear,  therefore. 
And  lull  asleep 
Thy  woes,  and  weep 

No  more. 


1111 
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DVI, 
HIS   DESIRE. 


e  me  a  man  that  is  not  dull, 

en  all  the  world  with  rifts  is  full  i 


> 
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But  unamaz'd  dares  clearly  sing, 
When  as  the  roof's  a  tottering ; 
And  though  it  MU,  continues  still 
Tickling  the  Cittern  with  his  quill. 

DVII. 
TO  PERENNA. 

I  a  dirge  will  pen  for  thee ; 
Thou  a  trental  make  for  me ; 
That  the  monks  and  friars  together, 
Here  may  sing  the  rest  of  either : 
Next,  Pm  sure,  the  nuns  will  have 
Candlemas  to  grace  the  grave. 

DTIII. 
COMFORMITT. 

Conformity  was  ever  known 

A  foe  to  dissolution ; 

Nor  can  we  that  a  ruin  call, 

Whose  crack  gives  crushing  unto  aU. 

DIX. 
HIS  CAVALIER. 

Give  me  that  man  that  dares  bestride 
The  active  sea-horse,  and  with  pride, 
Through  that  huge  field  of  waters  ride: 
Who  with  his  looks  too,  can  appease 
The  ruffling  winds  and  raging  seas, 
In  mids*t  of  all  their  outrages. 
This,  this  a  virtuous  man  can  do. 
Sail  against  rocks,  and  split  tiiem  too ; 
Aye,  and  a  world  of  pikra  pan  tfaroogh. 
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DX. 
TO  LAURELS. 

A  fimeral  stone 
Or  yerse,  I  covet  none; 
But  only  crave 
Of  you,  that  I  may  have 
A  sacred  laurel  springing  from  my  grave  t 
Which  being  seen, 
Blest  with  perpetual  green, 

May  grow  to  be 
Not  so  much  call'd  a  tree, 
As  the  eternal  monument  of  me: 

DXI. 
TO  PERENNA,   A   MISTRESS. 

Dear  Perenna,  prithee  come, 

And  with  smallage  dress  my  tomb ;  4!;.| 

Add  a  cypress  sprig  thereto 

With  a  tear,  and  so  adieu. 

DXII. 
THE   PLAUDIT,   OR   END  OF  LIPB. 

li  after  rude  and  boisterous  seas,  it 

My  wearied  pinnace  here  finds  ease ; 

If  so  it  be  I've  gain'd  the  shore ; 

With  safety  of  a  faithful  oar ; 

If  having  run  my  barque  on  ground. 

Ye  see  the  aged  vessel  crown'd ;  ^ 

What* s  to  be  done  ?  but  on  the  sands  * 

Ye  dance  and  sing,  and  now  clap  bands.  I 

The  first  act*s  doubtful,  but  we  say, 

It  is  the  last  commends  the  play. 


1 
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DXIII. 
UPON   MRS.   ELIZ.  WHEELER,    UNDER  THE  NAME  Of 

AMARILLIS. 

Sweet  Amarillis,  by  a  spring's 
Soft  and  soul-meldng  nmrmurings, 
Slept ;  and  thus  sleeping,  thither  flew 
A  Robin-red  breast ;  who  at  view, 
Not  seeing  her  at  all  to  stir, 
Brought  leaves  and  moss  to  coyer  her: 
But  while  he,  perking,  there  did  pry 
About  the  arch  of  either  eye, 
The  lid  began  to  let  out  day, 
At  which  poor  Robin  flew  away ; 
And  seeing  her  not  dead,  but  all  disleav'd. 
He  chirpt  for  joy,  to  see  himself  deceif'd. 

DXIV. 
HIS   WISH. 

It  is  sufficient  if  we  pray 
To  Jove,  who  gives  and  takes  away ; 
Let  him  the  laud  and  living  find ; 
Let  me  alone  to  fit  the  mind. 

DXV. 
TO   ROBIN    RED-BREAST. 

Laid  out  for  dead,  let  thy  last  kindness  be 
With  leaves  and  moss- work  for  to  cover  me ; 
And  while  the  wood-nymphs  my  cold  corse  inter 
Sing  thou  my  dirge,  sweet-warbling  chorister. 
For  epitaph,  in  foliage,  next  write  this : 
Here,  here  tW  totaXi  jS.  '^<^\\i.  YL«nvck  is  I 
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DXVI. 
PAIR   SHOWS   DECEIVE. 

Smooth  was  the  sea,  and  seem'd  to  call 
To  pretty  girls  to  play  withall ; 
Who  paddling  there,  the  sea  soon  frown' d. 
And  on  a  sudden  both  were  drown'd. 
What  credit  can  we  give  to  seas, 
Who,  kissing,  kill  such  saints  as  these  t 

DXVI  I. 
THE    BEGGAR. 

Shall  I  a  daily  beggar  be. 

For  love's  sake  asking  alms  of  thee  7 

Still  shall  I  crave,  and  never  get 

A  hope  of  my  desired  bit  ? 

Ah,  cruel  maids !    I'll  go  my  way  ; 

Whereas,  perchance,  my  fortunes  may 

Find  out  a  threshold  or  a  door. 

That  may  far  sooner  speed  the  poor : 

Where  thrice  we  knock,  and  none  will  b^ar. 

Cold  comfort  still  I'm  sure  lives  there. 

DXVI  II. 
HIS   CHANGE. 

My  many  cares,  and  much  distress, 
Has  made  me  like  a  wilderness  ; 
Or,  discompos'd,  I'm  like  a  rude, 
And  all  confused  multitude ; 
Out  of  my  comely  manners  worn. 
And  as  in  means,  in  mind  all  torn* 

T 
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DXIZ. 
TBB  UAD  maid's   S0M« 

Good  morrow  to  the  day  so  fair ; 

Good  morning,  sir,  to  you  ; 
Good  morrow  to  mine  own  torn  hair, 

Bedabbled  with  the  dew. 

Good  morning  to  this  primrose  too  t 
Good  morrow  to  each  maid ; 

That  will  with  flowers  the  tomb  bestrew, 
Wherein  my  love  is  laid. 

Ah !  woe  is  me,  woe,  woe  is  me, 

Alack,  and  well-a-dayl 
For  pity,  sir,  find  out  that  bee, 

Which  bore  my  love  away. 

I'll  seek  him  in  your  bonnet  brave ; 

I'll  seek  him  in  your  eyes ; 
Nay,  now  I  think  th'ave  made  his  grave 

I'th'  bed  of  strawberries. 

I'll  seek  him  there  :•  I  know,  ere  this. 
The  cold,  cold  earth  doth  shake  him ; 

But  I  will  g^,  or  send  a  kiss 
By  you,  sir,  to  awake  him. 

Pray  hurt  him  not ;  though  he  be  dead, 
He  knows  well  who  do  love  him ; 

And  who  with  green  turfs  rear  his  head. 
And  who  do  rudely  move  him. 


wm 
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He's  soft  and  tender,  pray  take  heed» 
With  bands  of  cowslips  bind  him, 

And  brinfir  ^im  home ;  but  'tis  decreed. 
That  I  snail  never  findVkira. 

DXX. 
A   TOW   TO   MARS. 

Store  of  courage  to  me  grant. 
Now  Tm  turn'd  a  combatant ; 
Uclp  me,  so  that  I  my  shield. 
Fighting  lose  not  in  the  field. 
That's  the  greatest  shame  of  all. 
That  in  warfare  can  befaL 
Do  but  this,  and  there  shall  be 
Offer'd  up  a  wolf  for  thee. 

DXXI. 
UPON   MAN. 

Man  is  composed  here  of  a  twofold  part ; 
The  first  of  nature,  and  the  next  of  art ; 
Art  presupposes  nature ;  nature  she 
Prepares  the  way  for  man's  docility. 

DXXII. 
EVEN-SONG. 

Begin  with  Jove ;  then  is  the  work  halftone, 
And  runs  most  smoothly  when  'tis  well  begun. 
Jove's  is  the  first  and  last ;  the  mom's  his  due 
The  midst  is  thine,  but  Jove's  the  evening  too, 
As  sure  a  matins  does  to  him  belong. 
So  sure  he  lays  claim  to  the  even-song. 

1  2 
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DXXIII. 
LIBERTY. 

Those  ills  that  mortal  men  enaure, 

So  long  are  capable  of  cure, 

As  they  of  freedom  may  be  sure : 

But  that  deny'd ;  a  grief,  though  small. 

Shakes  the  whole  roof,  or  ruins  all. 

DXXIV. 
NO   WANT   WHERE   THERE'S   LITTLE. 

To  bread  and  water  none  is  poor ; 
And  having  these,  what  need  of  more  * 
Though  much  from  out  the  cess  be  spent, 
Nature  with  little  is  content 

DXXV. 
CLEMENCY. 

For  punishment  in  war,  it  will  suffice, 

If  the  chief  author  of  the  faction  dies ; 

Let  but  few  smart,  but  strike  a  fear  through  all ; 

Where  the  fault  springs,  there  let  the  judgment  £a11 

DXXVI. 
PRAY  AND  PROSPER. 

First  offer  incense,  then  thy  field  and  meads 
Shall  smile  and  smell  the  better  by  thy  beads. 
The  spangiing  dew  dredged  o'er  the  grass  shall  be 
Tum'd  all  to  meal  and  manna  there  for  thee. 
Butter  of  amber,  cream,  and  wine,  and  oil. 
Shall  run  as  rivers  all  throughout  thy  soil ; 
Would'st  thou  to  sincere  silver  turn  thy  mould  ? 
Pray  nee,  twice  pray,  and  turn  thy  ground  to  gold. 
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DXXVII. 
UPON    PRUDENCE    BALDWIN,   HER   SICKNESS. 

Pruei  my  dearest  maid,  is  sick. 
Almost  to  be  lunatic : 
iBsculapius !  come  and  bring 
Means  for  her  recovering ; 
And  a  gallant  cock  shall  be 
Offer'd  up  by  her  to  thee. 

DXXVIII. 
UPON   JULIA'S    ALMS. 

See  how  the  poor  do  waiting  stand 
For  the  expansion  of  thy  hand. 
A  wafer  doled  by  thee  will  swell 
Thousands  to  feed  by  miracle. 

DXXIX. 
TO    THE   NIGHTINGALE    AND    ROBIN    R^D-BREASJ. 

When  I  departed  am,  ring  thou  my  knell, 
Thou  pitiful  and  pretty  Philomel ; 
And  when  I'm  laid  out  for  a  corse,  then  be 
Thou  sexton,  Ked-breast,  for  to  cover  me. 

DXXX. 
TO  JULIA  IN  THE  TEMPLE. 

Besides  us  two,  i'  th'  Temple  here's  not  one 

To  make  up  now  a  congregation, 

Let's  to  the  altar  of  perfumes  then  go. 

And  say  short  prayers :  and  when  we  have  done  so. 

Then  we  shall  see,  how  in  a  little  space 

Saints  will  come  in  to  fill  each  pew  and  place. 
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DXXXI. 
MATINS,   OR  MORNING   PRATER. 

When  with  the  virgin  morning  thoa  do'st  rise, 
Crossing  thyself,  come  thus  to  sacrifice ; 
First  wash  thy  heart  in  innocence,  then  hring 
Pure  hands,  pure  habits,  pure,  pure  eyirary  thiiig. 
Next  to  the  altar  humbly  kneel,  and  thence 
Give  up  thy  soul  in  clouds  of  frankincense. 
Thy  golden  censors  fill'd  with  odours  sweet, 
Thall  make  thy  actions  with  their  ends  to  meet 

DXXXII. 
LITTLENESS  NO   CAUSE  OP    LEANNESS. 

One  feeds  on  lard,  and  yet  is  lean ; 
And  I,  but  feasting  with  a  bean. 
Grow  fat  and  smooth  :     The  reason  is, 
Jove  prospers  my  meat  more  than  his. 

DXXXIII. 
THE  COMING   OP   GOOD-LUCK. 

So  good- luck  came,  and  on  my  roof  did  light. 
Like  noiseless  snow,  or  as  the  dew  of  night ; 
Not  all  at  once,  but  gently,  as  the  trees 
Are,  by  the  sun-beams,  tickled  by  degrees. 

oxxxiv. 

UPON  THE   LOSS   OP   HIS   FINGER. 

One  of  the  five  straight  branches  of  my  hand 
Is  lopt  already :  and  the  rest  but  stand 
Expecting  wheti  to  iaS^.  \  ^nVvcH  soon  will  be ; 
First  dies  tVie  \eai,  tVeVsvx^^  TkKiL\.,\!kK«.  <^<«i^sm. 


ill 
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DXXXV. 
HIS  CONTENT  IN  THE  COUNTRY. 

Here,  here  I  live  with  what  my  board 

Can  with  the  smallest  cost  afford ; 

Though  ne'er  so  mean  the  viands  be. 

They  will  content  my  Prew  and  me  : 

Or  pea  or  bean,  or  wort  or  beet, 

Whatever  comes,  content  makes  sweet. 

Here  we  rejoice,  because  no  rent 

We  pay  for  our  poor  tenement ; 

Wherein  we  rest,  and  never  fear 

The  landlord  or  the  usurer. 

The  quarter-day  does  ne'er  affright 

Our  peaceful  slumbers  in  the  night ; 

We  eat  our  own,  and  batten  more. 

Because  we  feed  on  no  man's  score ;  i 

But  pity  those  whose  flanks  grow  great*  uii 

Swell'd  with  the  lard  of  other's  meat 

We  bless  our  fortunes  when  we  see 

Our  own  beloved  privacy ; 

And  like  our  living,  where  w'are  known 

To  very  few  or  else  to  none. 

DXXXVI. 
ON    HIMSELF. 

e  work  is  done ;  young  men  and  maidens  set 

»on  my  curls  the  myrtle  coronet, 

Bsh'd  with  sweet  ointments ;  thus  at  last  I  come 

•  suffer  in  the  muses'  martyrdom ; 

1^  with  this  comfort,  if  my  blood  be  shed, 

le  muses  will  wear  black,  when  1  ank  dssA. 
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The  gr««.*«8^^'o{  the  rest, 
f  -l«it  I  fid  '"*°*^ 

And, hugging  c^^^'^„^„g here, 

« ,li>ad  or  coW, 

^«a  weeping  .ido--|^o^- 

.client  endows  laws 
The  wronged  cUe"    ^^^^.^ 

;».  of  Chancery  »e 
Here  those  long -»f^e, 

Scr  hills  do  cease. 
And  all  8tar-c^»°,^  ^^^.^  peace. 

„nrt  tor  our  request, 
Here  needs  no^ourt^f^^^^^^,,,,, 
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All  wise,  all  equal,  and  all  just 

Alike  i'th'  dust. 
Nor  need  we  here  to  fear  the  frown 

Of  court  or  crown ; 
Where  fortune  bears  no  sway  o'er  things, 

There  all  are  kings* 
In  this  securer  place  we'll  keep. 

As  luU'd  asleep ; 
Or  for  a  little  time  we'll  lie, 

As  robes  laid  by, 
To  be  another  day  re- worn, 

Turn'd  but  not  torn ; 
Or  like  old  testaments  engross'd, 

Lock'd  up,  not  lost ; 
And  for  a  while  lie  here  conceal'd. 

To  be  reveal'd 
Next,  at  that  great  Platonic  year. 

And  then  meet  here. 

DXXXVIII. 
THE   MOUNT    OP   THE    MUSES. 

After  thy  labour,  take  thine  ease 
Here  with  the  sweet  Pierides. 
But  if  so  be  that  men  will  not 
Give  thee  the  laurel  crown  for  lot^ 
Be  yet  assur'd  thou  shalt  have  one 
Not  subject  to  corruption. 

DXXXIX. 
ON    HIMSELP. 

Some  parts  may  perish,  die  thou  cans't  not  all ; 
The  most  of  thee  shall  'scape  the  funeis^ 

T  '6 
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DXL. 
TO  THE  LADT   CREW,  UPON  THE  DEATH   OP   BEB 

CHILD. 

Why,  Madam,  will  ye  longer  weep, 
When  as  your  baby's  lull'd  asleep  ? 
And,  pretty  child,  feels  now  no  more 
Those  pains  it  lately  felt  before. 
All  now  is  silent ;  groans  are  fled ; 
Your  child  lies  still,  yet  is  not  dead : 
But  rather  like  a  flower  hid  here, 
To  spring  again  another  year. 

DXLI. 
HIS   WISH. 

Fat  be  my  hind ;  unlearned  be  my  wife ; 
Peaceful  my  night ;  my  day  devoid  of  strife: 
To  these  a  comely  ofispring  I  desire, 
Singing  about  my  everlasting  fire. 

DXLII. 
A   MEAN    IN    OUR  MEANS. 

Though  frankincense  the  deities  require. 
We  must  not  g^ve  all  to  the  hallowed  fire. 
Such  be  our  gifts,  and  such  be  our  expense. 
As  for  ourselves  to  leave  some  frankincense. 

DXL  1 1 1. 
ON    HIMSELF. 

I'll  write  no  more  of  love,  but  now  repent 
Of  all  those  times  that  I  in  it  have  spent. 
I'll  write  no  more  otVtie,  Wl  wish  *twas  ended, 
And  that  my  dual  nvab  to  V^^  «vc^  ^^\fisc«ttA^^ 
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DXLIV. 
TO   SPRINGS   AM»>   FOUNTAINS. 

I  heard  ye  could  cool  heat ;  and  came 
With  hope  you  would  allay  the  same  ; 
Thrice  I  have  wash'd,  hut  fef*l  no  cold, 
Nor  find  that  true  which  was  foretoVX 
Methinks,  like  mine,  your  pulses  beat, 
And  labour  with  unequal  heat ; 
Cure,  cure  yourselves,  for  I  descry 
Ye  boil  with  love  as  well  as  I. 

DXLV. 
THE   WATCH. 

Man  is  a  watch,  wound  up  at  first,  but  never 
Wound  up  again ;  once  down,  he*s  down  for  ever ; 
The  watch  once  down,  all  motions  then  do  cease : 
The  man's  pulse  stopt,  all  passions  sleep  in  peace. 

DXLVI. 
REST   REFRESHES. 

Lay  by  the  good  a  while ;  a  resting  field 

Will  after  ease,  a  richer  harvest  yio'd ; 

Trees  this  year  bear ;  next,  they  their  wealth  withhold  ; 

Continual  reaping  makes  a  land  wax  old. 

DXLVII. 
THE    END   OF    HIS   WORK. 

Part  of  the  work  remains,  one  part  is  past 
And  here  my  ship  rides,  having  awcVvox  cvk%N.. 
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DXLVIII. 
TO   CROWN    IT. 

My  wearied  bark,  O  let  it  now  be  crown'd ! 
The  haven  reached  to  which  I  first  was  bound, 

DXLIX. 
niS  PILLAR  OF  FAMR. 

Fame's  pillar  here  at  last  we  set, 

Out-during  marble,  brass,   or  jet ; 

Charm'd,  and  enchanted  so, 

As  to   withstand   the  blow 

Nor  shall  the  seas, 

Of         overthrow : 

Or  outrages 

Of  storms,  o'er  bear 

What   we    uprear: 

Tho'  kingdoms  fall ; 

This  pillar   never  shall 

Decline,  or  waste  at  all ; 

But  stand   for  ever  by  his  own 

Firm,  and  well-fix'd  foundation. 

To  his  Book's  end,  this  last  line  he'd  have  plac'd: 
Jocund  his  Muse  was,    but  his  life  was  chaste. 
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When  I  love,  as  tome  have  told tf 

iHien  Julia  blushes,  she  does  show W 
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Would  I  see  lawn,  clear  as  the  heaven,  and  thin  .... 
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liaut  Bon  Mote,  Jests,  and  Anecdotes.    Frontispieces.   8s. 

LONOFELLUW'S  POETICAL  WORKS,  viz.  —  Voices  of  U 
Niglit— Evangeline— Seaside  and  Fireside — Spanish  Stur^ent*- 
Puetical  Tranklations.    Portrait  and  Frontispieces.    Ss.  Od. 

LONGFELLOW'S  PROSE  WORBLS,  vis.— Outre- Mer—Hypcrio 
—  Kavan«gb.    2s  dd. 

MILTON'S  POBTICAL  WORKS,  complete,  with  Life  by  Di 
STi.BDiNa.    In  one  volame.    Fine  Frontispieces.    8s.  Od. 

NEW  JOB  MILLER,  a  Selection  of  Modem  JeaU,  WiUidimt 
Droll  Tales,  &c.    2s.  6d. 

OSSIAN'S  POEMS,  translated  by  Macpherson,  with  Dissertstioo 
couterning  the  Bra  aud  Poems  of  Ossiaii ;  and  Dr.  Blaii'sCritics 
Dissertation.    Frontispieces.    3s. 

POi'ES  HOMER'S  ILIAD, complete. with  Explanatory  Nutes  and 
Index,  and  an  Essay  on  the  life,  Writings,  and  Genius  of  Hot  ' 
Fi  oniiopiece.    Ss.  8d. 

This  is  the  only  pocket  edition  with  notes. 

SCOTT'S  POETICAL  WORKS,  containing.  Lay  of  tbe  Ui  !>• 
strcl,  Marmion,  Lady  of  tbe  Lalcc,  Don  Roderick,  P  et^i 
Ballads,  Lyrlct  and  Songs,  with  Notes  and  a  Life  of  the  AatLtfi 
Purirait  and  Frontispieces.    8a.  Od. 

STURM'S  REFLECTIONS  on  the  Works  of  God,  and  on  bii  Pro- 
vidence throughout  Nature,  complete.    Frontispieces.    Ss. 

THOMSON'S  SEASONS,  with  his  Castle  of  Indolence.  With  «  fine 
wuodcuts.    2s. 

VATH EK  AND  THE  AMBER  WITCH,  2  volt,  in  1.    3s  6d. 

York  Street,  CoTent  Qur<«!a. 


